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N I G H T - P I E C E, 

O N D E A T H. 

The great fault of this piece, written by Dr. Parncll, 
is, that it is in eight fyllable lines, very improper 
for the iblemnity of the fabje^ ; otherwife, the 
poem is natural, and the reflections jufl. 

BY the bli^e taper's tremblinglight 
No more I wafte the wakeful night, 

r * 

latent with endlefs view to pore 
The fchoolmen and the fages o^er : 
Their books from wifdom widely firay* 
Or point, at beft, 'the longeft way. 
Vol. a B Til 
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ni ieek a readier ^j^iOli, and^ . 

Where wifdom's furely taught below. 

How deep yon azure dies the iky ! 
Where orbs of gold ujttiumber'd lye. 
While thro* their ranks, in filver pride, 
•pie netlfer crScent'fe'ems to |Iide. 
The flariib'ring bree2ie forgets to breathe. 
The lake is fmobth, and clear beneath. 
Where once again the fpangled (how 
Defcends to meet our eyes below^ 
The grounds which on the right" afp5e, ■ 
In dimnefs from the view retire : 
The left prefents a place of graves, 
Whofe wall the iilent water laves. 
That fteeple guides thy doubtful fight 
Among the livid gleams of night. . 
There pafs, With melancholy ftate. 
By all the folemn heaps pf fajte, 
. And think, as, foftly-fad, you tread 
Above the venerable dead, 
*/ Time was, like thee tlwy l;fe pofleft, 
And time fhall be, that thou (halt refi.'* 

Thofe graves, with bending ofier bound. 
That, namelefs, heave the crumbled ground. 
Quick to the glancing thought diftlofe. 
Where toil and poverty repo(c. 

The flat fmooth (lones that bear a name^, *- 

The chi(rePs (lender help to fame, 

(Which ere our ftt of friends decay 

Their frequent fteps may wear away j) 

A middle 
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A middle race of mortals own. 
Men, half ambitions, all unknown. 

The marble tombs that rife on high, 
Whofe dead in vaulted ariches lye, 
Whofe pillars fwell with fculpcur'd flones> 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 
Thefe, all the poor remains of ilate. 
Adorn the. rich, or praife the great; 
Who while on earth in fame they live^ 
Are fenfelefs of the fame they give. 

Ha ! while I gaze pade Cynthia fades. 
The burning earth unveils the (hades ! 
All flow, and wan, and wrap'd with (hrouds, • 
They rife in vifionary crouds. 
And all with ibber accent cry, 
^* Think, mortal, what it is to die.** 

Now, from yon black and fun'ral yew. 
That bathes the charnel-houfe with dew, 
Methinks, I hear a voice begin ; 
(Ye ravens, ceafe your croaking din. 
Ye tolling clocks, no time refound 
O'er the long lake and midnight ground) 
It fends a peal of hollow groans. 
Thus fpeaking from among the bones. 

" When men my fey the and darts fupply. 
How great a King of Fears am I ! 
They view me like the laft of things ; 
They make, and then they dread my flings. 
Foots ! if* you lefs provok'd your fears. 
No more my fpe&re-form appears. 

B 2 Death's 
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Death's but a path that mail he trodp 
If man wou'd eVer pafs to God : 
A portiof calms> a (late of eafe 
From the rough Mge of iWeUing ieas. 

Why, ilren/ tfcy flAwing fable ftole». 
Deep pending, c^prefs, mourning poks» 
Loofe fcarfs to fall 'athwart thy weeds, 
Long pallsy drawn herfes, cover'd fteeds. 
And plumes of black, that, as they tread. 
Nod o*er the 'fcutcheons of the dead ? 

Nor can the parted body know. 
Nor yants the foul, thefe forms of woe : 
As men who long in prifon dwell. 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
When-e'er their fufF'ring years are run. 
Spring forth to greet the glittering fun : 
Such joy, ^ho' far transcending fenfe. 
Have pious, fouls at parting hence. 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, 
A few, and evil years, they wafte : 
Bui, when their chains are caft afide. 
See the glad fcene unfolding wide. 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
Aod mingle with the blaze of day. 
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FA I R Y T A L E. 



By Dr. Parnell* 

Never was the old manner of (peaking more hap** 
pity applied^ or a tali^ better told ^ than this. 

IN Britain's ifle, and Arthur's days. 
When midnight Fairies daunc'd the maze, 

Liv'd Edwin of the Green j 
Edwin 9 I wis, a gende youths 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe, and truth, 

Tho' badly Ihap'd he been. 
His mountain back mote well be faid, . 
To meafure height againfl his head. 

And lift itfelf above ; 
Yet, fpite of all that Nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid^ 

This creature dar'd to love. 
He felt the charms of Edith's eyes/ 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize, 

Cou'd ladies look within j 
But one Sir Topaz drefs'd with art,- 
And, if a ihape cou'd win a heart. 

He had a ihape to win. 

B 3 Edwin 
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Edwin, if right I read my fong. 
With flighted pafTion pac'd along 

All in the moony light ; 
•Twas near an old inch anted court. 
Where iportive fairies made refort. 

To revel out the night. 
His heart was drear, his hope was crofsM/ 
*Twas late, 'twas far, the path was loft 

That reach'd the neighbour- town ; 
With weary fteps he quits the fliades, 
Refolv'd, the darkling dome he treads^ 

And drops his limbs adown* 
But fcs^at he lays him on the floor. 
When hollow winds remove the dcor^ 

A trembling rocks thie eround : 
And, well I t¥jBen to cour>t aright. 
At crce an hundred tapers light 

On all the walls around. 
Now founding tongues aiTail his ear. 
Now founding feet apprcachen near. 

And now the founds increafe : 
And, from the cor;ier where be lay. 
He fees a train profqfely gay 

^ Come prankjing o'er the place,. 
But (trufl me gentles !) never yet 
Was dight a mafquing half fo neat. 

Or half fo rich, before ; 
The country lent the fweet perfumes. 
The fea the pearl, the fky the plumes. 

The town its filken flore. 

NOMT 
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Now, whim he gaz'd, a gallant, clre^ 
In flaunting robes above the reft 

With awful accent cry'd. 
What mortal, of a wxetchcd mind, 
Whofe fighs infeft the balmy wind^ 

Has here prefum'd to hide ? 
At this the fwain, whbfe venturous foul 
No fears of magic art controul, 

Advanc'd in open fight 5 
*' Nor have I caufc of drted, he faid. 
Who view, by no preliimptioft led,' 

Yoar revels of the night. 
*Twas grief, for fcom of faithful love. 
Which made my fteps unweeting rove 

Amid the nightly dew." 

f * 

*Tis well, the galjbcftt dries again. 
We fairies never injurC' men • 

Who dare to teU us true. 
Exalt thy love-dejeded heart { 
Be mine the taflc, or ere We part. 

To make the'e grief rfefign ; 
Now take the pleaibre of thy chaunee^ 
Whilft I with Mab; my partner, daunce. 

Be little Mable thine; 
He fpoke, and, all a fadden, there 
Light mufic floats in wanton air ; 

The Monarch leads the Queen ; 
The reft their falrie partners found : 
And Mable trimly tript the ground. 

With Edwin of the green. 

B4. The 
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-The dauncingpaft, the board was laid. 
And iiker fuch a feail was made 

As heart and lip defire, 
Withouten hands the 4iihes fly. 
The glafTes with a wifli come nigh. 

And with a wilh retire. 
But now, to plcafe the fairic king^ 
Full cv'ry deal they laugh zndfmg. 

And antic feats devife ; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape. 
And other-fome t^anfinate their ihape 

In Edwin's wond'ring qyes* 
Till one, at laft, that Robin hight. 
Renown'd for pinching maid^ by night> 

Has hent him up alpof ; 
And full againfl: the beam he Bmgp 
Where, by the back, thq yQutfc he honr^ 

To fprawl unneath the roof. 
From thence, " Revcrfe my charm, he ays^ 
And let it fairly now fuffice 

The gambol has been.fhown." 
But Oberon anfwers with ^ /mile. 

Content thee, Edwip,. for a while,. 

The vantage is thine pwn. 
Here ended all the phantom play; . 
They fmelt the frefh approach of day. 

And heard a cock tp crow ; 
The whirling wind that bore the crowd. 
Has clapp'd the door, and whiftled loud. 

To warn them aU to go. 

Then, 
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Then, fcreaming all at once,' they fly, . 
And, all at once, ik^ tapers dye ; 

Poor Edwin falls to floor ; ' 
Forlorn his fl^te, and dsak the phcei 
Was never wight in fuch a cafe 

Thro' all the la^ before. 
But, foon as dah. 'Apollo rofe,' 
Full jolly creature hpnie he goes. 

He feels his back the lefs ; - ' 

His honeft tongue and ileady mind 
Had. rid him of the lump behind, 
i Which made him want fuccefs. 

With lufty livelyhcd he talks, 

I 

He feems a dauncing as hit walks ; ... 

His ftory foon took wind ; 
And beauteous Ediih fees the youth 
Endow'd with courage, fenie, and truths 

Without a bunch behind. 
The ftory told. Sir Topaz moWd, 
The youth of Edith eril approv'd,* . 

To fee the revel. fcene :'. 
At clofe of eve he leaves his home> 
And wends to find .the ruinM dome 

All on the glpomy plain. / 

As there he bides, it fp befell. 
The wind came rufUing down a dell, 

A fhaking feiz'd the wall : 
Up fprung the tapers as before, 
1 he fairies bragly foot the flooi*> 

And muiic fills the JhaU. 

Bs But, 
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But, certes, fprely funk whit woe 
Sir Topaz fees the Eiphin ihow. 

His fpirits in him dy : 
When Oberon^rys, ** A. man is near;; . 
A mortal pafiiony cleeped fear. 

Hangs flagging in the flcy." 
With that Sir Topaz, kaplefs yoiith I 
In accents falt'ring,. ay for rath, . 

Intreats them pity graunt. 
For als he been a inifter wight 
Betray'd by wand'ring in the liight 

To tread the circled haunt ; 
♦* Ah Lofell vile, at once they roar ; 
And little fkill'd of fakie iore. 

Thy caufe to come we know : 
Now has thy keflrell cparage fell ; 
And fairies, £nce a lye you tell. 

Are free to work thee woe." 
Then Will, who bears the wifpy fire 
To trail the fwains. among the mire. 

The captive upward flung : 
There, like a tortoife in a fliop. 
He dangled ^om the chan^ber-top, 

Where, whilom, Edwin hung. 
The revel now proceeds apace. 
Deftly they fri& it o'er the place. 

They fit, they drink, and eat i 
The time with frolic mirth beguile. 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the whije^ 

Till all the rout retreat. 
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By this the flars began to wink. 

They fhriek, they fly, the tapers fmk, * 

And down ydrops the knight : 
For never ijpell by fairie laid 
With flrong enchantment, bound a glade« 

Beyond the length of nightv 
Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay. 
Till up the welkin rofe the day, 

Then deemed the dole was o'er: 
But wot ye well his harder lot; 
His ieely back the bunch had got 

Which Edwin loft afore. 
This tale a Sybil-nurfe ared ; 
She foftly ftroak'd my youngling head ; 

And, when the tale was done, 
** Thus fome are born, my fon, Ihe cries, 
"VVith bafe impediments, to rife. 

And fome are born with none. 
But virtue can itfelf advance 
To what the fav'rite fools of chance 

By Fortune feem'd deiign'd; 
Virtue can gain the odds of fate. 
And from itfelf fhake off the weight 

Upon th* unworthy mind.'* 
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P A L E M O N 

' AND 

L A V INI A. 

Mr. Tbomfon, though^ m jg^eneral, a verbofe and 
affeded poet, has told this dory with unufaal iim- 
plicity : it is rather given here for being much 
eileemed by the public, than by the editor. 

THE lovely young Lavinia once had friends ; 
And Fortune finilM, deceitful, on her birth* 
For, in her hdplefs years, depriv'd of all. 
Of every flay, fave Innocence and Heaven^ 
She, with he^ widow'd mother, feeble, old. 
And poor, Kv'd'in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woody vale ; 
By folitude and deep furrounding fliades. 
But more by bafhful modcfty, concealed. 
Together thus they ihunn'd the cruel fcorn 
Which virtue, funk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy paffion and low-minded pride : 
Almoft on Nature's common bounty fed ; 
Like the gay birds that fung them to repoie,. 
Content, and carelefs of tomorrow's fare. 
Her form was freflier than the mondog r«ie, . 

When 
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When the dew wets its leaves : unfUinM, and purej. 
As is the lilly, or the mountain fnow.. 
I'he mode^ virtues mingled in her eyes^ . 
Still on the ground deje^led^ darting all 
Their humid beams into tlic l>]ooming flowers if 
Or when the mountftil. tale her mother told» 
Of what her faithlefs fortune pr9]iiis'd once/ 
Thrilled in h«r thosght, they, like the dewy iUc ' 
Of evening, (hone in tears. A native grace 
5at, fair-prQpprtion*d', on her .pdifh'd limbs,. 
Veil'din ^ fimple robe/ thpirbeft attire^ . 
Beyond the pomp of drefs ; for loyelmefe 
Needs not the foreign, aid of ornament, 
But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moft.. 
Thoifg]i^fs of beauty^,. H^ was b^fiiUy'f fe:% 
R^lu^ :a^id ihs ^loie-ci^ibovwipgwood^* 
As, in the lH)lfc>v}f br^^ of Ajf enine^ 
Beneath i)ffi ifcf ||ef of e^circUng. hills, 
A myrtlcL tlks, far from humam e^Ct 
And breathe^ i(s balmy fragrance o'er the wild ;- 
So flourifh'd blooQiiiig» ^4 wf^^A by aU, 
The fweet I^ayiaia \ tUU al; leBgi)i» compell'd 
By ftrong Ne.(irfity'9 ftpiejae c^iqmandi 
With fmiljmg pasien^c in hm looks, ^e went 
To gleait Pal^onnft-A fielil*. Tike pride of fwains 
Palemon wa3» ^t gfmnpm, mA the rich ;. 
Who led the r^ral life in. attil;* >o^ 
And elcgaiuf« . Sxtph. aa AjBCftdMA fQftf^ ' . 

Tranfmits froiBLaAcamr tuKonuffUA tiihP9 ;: 
When tyrant ^aSnrn had not Jba^idcd IVto^ 

But 
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Bat free to follow Nature was the mode. 
He then^ his fancy with autumnal fcei^ea 
^mufing, chanced befidf his re^per-traiA 
To walk, when poor Lavluia drew his 0ye ; 
UncQnfciotts of her power, and tocning quick . 
"With ujiaffed:ed bluihes from his gaze : 
He faw her charming, bat he faw not half 
The charms her down-call moddEy concealM. 
That very moment love and chaft^-deiire 
Sprung in his bofom, to himfelf unknown s 
For flill the world prevail'd, and it^ dread lai^, . 
Which fcarce the firm phikiopher can ikoxm. 
Should his heart own a gleaner ii\ thd field : 
And thus, in fecret, to his ipul he figh'd. 
'* What pity ! that fo delicate a form. 
By beauty kindled, where enlivening fenfe 
And more than vnlgar goodneis feem to dwell. 
Should he devoted to the rude embi'ace 
Of fome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks. 
Of old Acafto^s line ; and to my mind 
Recalls that patron of my happy life. 
From whom my liberal fortune took its riie ; 
Now to the duft gone down ; his houfes, lands. 
And once fair-ipreading femily* difiblv'd. 
'Tis faid, that, in fiime lone, obicure retreat, 
UrgM by remembrance fad, and decent pride. 
Far (ram thofe icenes which kne v their better days. 
His aged widow and his daughter live. 
Whom, yet, my fbiielefs fearch coc^d ne^r &ad* 
Romantic wUh I woiildiim the daughter were I'' 

When, 
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When, llrift enquiring, from herfelf he foaivd" 
She was the fame, the daughter of his friend', 
Of bountiful Acafto t who can fpeak 
The mingled pafiions that &rpnsMhi$ he^Kt, 
And thro' his nerves In ihiv?rrirg tranfport ran ? • f 
Then blaz'd his fmother'd flame, avow'd, iindboldjf' 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er. 
Love, gratitude, and pky, wept at once. 
Confus'd, and fnghten'd at his fudden te^rs. 
Her rifing beauties fluih'd a higher blooixi. 
As thus Palembn, paffionate> andjull,, > 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ibuL 

'* And art thou, then, Acafto's dear remains h 
She, whom my reftlefs gratitude has fought 
So long in vain ? O heavens \ the very fame. 
The foftened image of my noble friend 
Alive, his every look, his every feature. 
More elegantly touched. Sweeter than Spring I 
Thou fole furviving bloflbni from the root 
That nourifh'd up my fortune ! Say, ah where. 
In what fequefter'd defart, haft thou drawn 
The kindeft afped of delighted lieaven ? 
Into fuch beauty fpread, and blown fo fair ^ 
Tho' Poverty's cold wind, and cruihing rain, , 
Beat keen, and heavy, on tby tender years ?/ 
O let me, now, into a richer foil 
Tranfplantthee fafe^ where vernal funs, andihowerSj, 
Diffufe their warmeft, largefl influence ; * 
And of my garden be the pride, and joy i 

III it befits thee» oh it ill befits 

Acafto's 
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Acafto*s daughter, his whofe open ftores, 
Tho* vaft, were little to his ampler heart. 
The father of a country, thus to pick 
The very refufe of thofe harveft-fields. 
Which from his bounteous friendfhip I enjoy. 
Then throw that (hameful pittance from thy hand. 
But ill apply 'd to fuch a rugged tafk ; 
The fields, the mailer, all, my Mr, are thine ; 
If to the various bleflings which thy houfe 
Has on me lavilh'd, thou wilt add that blifs. 
That deareft blifs, the power of bleffing thee!'* 

Here ceas'd the youth : yet Hill his fpcaking eye 
Exprefs'd the facred triumph of his foul. 
With confciotts Tirtue, gratitude, and love. 
Above the vulgar joy divinely raised. 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodnefs irrefiftible, and all 
In fweet diforder loft, (he blufliM confent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought. 
While, pierc'd with anxious thought, flie pin'd away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate ; 
Amaz'd, and fcarce believing what ihe heard, 
Joy feiz'd her withered veins, and one bright gleam 
Of fetting life ilhone on her evening-hours : 
Not lefs enraptur'd than the happy pair ; 
Who ilourilh'd long in tender blifs, and rear'd 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themfelves. 
And good, the grace of all the country round* 
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Almoil all things written from the heart, as this 
certainly was, have fome merit. The poefherq 
deicribes (brrows and misfortunes which were by 
no means imaginary; and, thus, there runs a 
truth of thinking through this poem^ without 
which it would be of little value, as Savaj;e is, 
in other rdpe6ls, but an indifierent poet. 

IN gay^ hoars, when high my £uicy ran. 
The mafe, exalting, thus hear lay be^n : 

Bleft be the Baftard's birth t thro* wond'rous ways 
He ihines, eccentric, like a comet's blaze ; 
No fickly fruit of faint compliance he ! 
He ! flampt in. Nature's mint of Extacy I 
He lives tQ build, not boafl a generous saoe: 
No tenth tranfinitter of a fbolifli face. 
His daring hope no £re's example bounds: 
His firft'bQm lights no prejudice confounds. 
He, kindling from within, requires no flame ; 
He glories in a baftani's glowing name. 

Born to himfelf, by no pofieffion led. 

In Freedom fofler'd, and by Fprtune fed ; 

Nor guides, nor rules, his ibv'reign choice oontroul. 

His bodytndependeAt, as- his fpuL 

Loos'd 
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Loos'd to the world's wide range^— enjoin'd no aim > 
Prefcrib'd no duty, and affign^d no name : 
Nature's unbounded fon, he ftands alone» 
His heart unbiafs'd,. and hjs mind lus own* 

O Mother, yet no Mothe» — 'tis to you,- - 
My thanks for fuch diftinguilh'd cidms are due#. 
You, unenflav'd to Nature's narrow laws,. ^ 
Warm cfiampio^iefs for Freedom's facred caufe,, 
From all the dry devoirs of blood and line„ 
From ties maternal, moral, and divine, 
Difcharg'd my grafping foul ; pufh'd me from fhote^ 
And launch'd me into life without an oar. 

What had I loft, if, conjugally kind. 
By nature hating, yet by vows confin'd. 
Untaught the matrimomal bonfids po ilight^ 
And coldly confcions of ahufliaud's J-ight» 
Vou had faint-drawn me with a form alone, 
A lawfttllttmp of life, by force your own i 
Then, while your backward will retrench'd defire, ^ 
And unconcnrring ipirits'lent na£rt, 
I had been bom your doll, . domeftic heir ; . 
Load of your life, ' and motive of your care ; 
Perhaps beea poorly rich, and. meanly great ; 
The ilave of pos^, a cypher in the ftate. ; 
Lordly negledftil of a worth unknown. 
And numbering in a feat^ by chanot my ownt 

Far nobler bleffings wait the badard's lot ; 
Conceiv'd in rapture^ and with £re begot I ' > ' ' 
Strong as necefiity, he ftarts away,. / 
Climbs againft wrongs, and brightens into day* 

Thus 
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Tlvas unprophetic, lately oiifinfpir'd, 
I {ung: gay fluttering Hope my fancy fir'd; 
Jjnly fccure, thvo'* confciouB fcorn of ill. 
Nor taught by \yifdom howr to ballance will, ' 

Raflily.deceivM, 1 faw no pits.to./hun; ' 
But thought to.gurpofe, ^ arid tb adt, were on^ ; 
^e^dlefs what pbinted care§ perver^ his way. 
Whom .caution arms not, and i^hom woes, betray ; 
^ut now, expos'd, and Ihrinking from dlftr^fs, 
I fly to ihelter, while the tem pells prefs j 
My mufe to grief refignp the varying tone. 
The raptures Unguifli, and the numbers groan* 
O Memory ! thou foul of joy and pain ! 
Thou ador of our paflions o'er again ! 
Why doft thou aggravate the wretches v, oe ? 
Why add continuous fmart to cy*ry blow ? 
Few are my joys ; alas ! how foon forgot ! 
On that kind quarter thou invad'il me not. 
While ih^rp and numberleifs my forrows fall ; 
Yet thou repeat'ft, and mulliply'ft 'em all ! 

Is chance a guilt, .^hat my difaftious heart. 
For mifchief never meant, muil ever fmart ? 
Can felf-defence be fin ?— Ah, plead no more ! 
What tho* no purpos'd malice ftain'd thee o'er? 
Had Heav'n befriended thy unhappy fide. 
Thou had^ft not been provok'd— orThou had'ft dy'd;^ 

Far be the guilt of hoipeflied blood from all. 
On whom, unfought, embroiling dangers fall I 
Still the pale Dead revives, and lives to me. 
To me I thrp* Pity's eye coud^mn'd to fee. 

. Remembrance 
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Remembrance veils his rage, but fwells'his fatfe ; 
Griev'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young, andtinthoughtful then ; whoknows^ one day. 
What ripcniflg virtues might have made their way I 
He might hjlve liv'd, till Folly died iti Shame, 
Till kindling wifdom felt a thirfl: for feme. 
He might, perhaps, his country's friend have proved 5 
Both happy, gen'rous, candid, and belov'd. 
He might have favM ibme worth, nowdoom'd to f«ll ^ 
And I, perchance, in hiid, have murder^ all. 

O fate of latls repentance ! always vain : 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 
Where fhall my hope find reft ? — No mother's care 
Shielded my infant innocence with prayer: 
No father's guardian hand my youth maintained, 
Caird forth my virtues, or from viccTeftrain'd. 
Is it not thine to fnatch fbihe powerful arm, 
Firft to advance, then icreen from future harm ? 
I am returned from death, to live in paiii ! 
Or wou'd Imperial Pity fave in vain ? 
Diftruft it not — What blame can Mercy find. 
Which gives, at? once, a life, and rears a mind ? 

Mother, mifcalPd, farewell^— of foulTevcre, 
This fad refleftion yet may force one tear : 
All I was wretched by to you I ow'd, 
Alone from Grangers cv'ry comfort fiow'd ! 

Loft to the life you gave, your fcm no more,* 
And now adopted, who was doomM before ; 
New-born, I may a nobler mother claim, : 
But dare not Whifper her immortal name; 

Supremely 
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Supremely lovely, and ferencly great ! 

Majeffic mother of a kneeling ilate ! 

Queen of a people's heart, who ne'er, before. 

Agreed*— — Yet now, with one conient, adore ! 

One conteft yet remains in this defire. 

Who moH ihall give applaufe, where all admire. 
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T H X 

POET AND HIS PATRON. 

Mr. More was a poet that never had jaftice done 
•him while living ; there are few of the moderns 
have a more corred tafte, or a more pleading 
manner of expreffing their thoughts. It was upon 
thefe fables he chiefly founded his reputation ; yet 
they are» by no means, ^is befl produdion. 

WHY, Celia, is your fpreading waift 
So loofe, fo negligently lac'd ? 
Why muft the wrapping bed-gown hide 
Your ihowy boibm's fwellihg pride i 
How ill that drefs adorns your head» 
Diftain'd, and rumpled, from the bed ! 
Thofe clondsy that fliade your blooming fiice, 
A little water might difpiace. 
As Nature, ev'ry morn, bellows 
The cryftal dew, to cleanfe the rofe: 
Thoie treiTes, as the raven black, 
That way*d in ringlets down your back, 
Uncomb'd^ . and injured by negle^l, 
Deftroy the face which once they deckt. 

Whence this fbrgetfulnefs of drefs ? 
Pray, madam, are you marry'd ? Yes* 

Vol. U. C Nay, 
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Nay, then, indeed, the wonder ceafes ; 
No matter, then, how loofe your dr^fs is ; 
The end is won, your fortune's made ; 
Your ^^9 .oow^ i&ay take the trade. 

Ala^! what pity *tis, to find -^ 

This fault in half the female kind I 
From hence proceed avcrfion, flrife, | 
And all that fours %he wedded life. 
Beauty can only point the dart; 
?Tis neatnds guides it; to the heart : 
Let neatnefs, t^n, and boauty, ilrive 
To keep a wavering flame all v«* . 

'Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep tlie coftqiicft, than-fabdue; 
Admit us once behind the fcreen. 
What is there farther to be fecn ? 
A newer face may raife die flane ; 
But ev'ry woman is the ibmc. 

Then ftudy, chiefly, to improve 
The charm that fix'd'yottr huiband^s love ;* 
Weigh well his humour. Was it drcfs 
That gave your beauty power to blefe ? , 

Purfue it Hill ; be neater feen ; v 

*Tis always frugal to be clean ; ; 

So fliall you keep ^live defire. 
And Time's fwift wing -fliall fan tlie Are. 

In garret high (as ftorks fay) 
A Poet fung his tutieful lay ; 
So foft, fo fmooth h^s V^rfe, you'd Iwear 
Apollo and the mufes there^ 
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Tkro' all the town h\$ pituies V¥Ag> 

His fonn^ts at the-flskykouk fiing;| 

High waving o'«r his laboring head. 

The goddefs Waftthtfr plfiionft.^rea4j . 

And with poetic filsy fir*d, ^ 

What PhoebuA fidttll^ ha4 ii4>irU . ^ ; - 

A noble youth, of tade and wit. 

Approved the fprightly things he writ. 

And fought him in his cobweb dome, 

Difcharg'd his rent, and brought him honie« 

Behold him at the flately board ; 

Who, but the Poet, and my Lord ! 

Each day, delicioufly he dines. 

And greedy quaffs the generous wines ; 

His fides were plump, his fkin was fleek. 

And plenty wanton'd on his cheek ; 

Aflonifh'd at the change fo new. 

Away th' infpiring goddefs flew. . 

Now, dropt for polities', and news, 
Negleded lay the drooping mufe ; 
Unmindful whence his fortune came. 
He flifled the poetic flame ; 
Nor tale, nor fonnet, for my lady. 
Lampoon, nor epigram, was ready. 

With juft contempt his patron faw, 
(Refolv'd his bounty to withdraw) 
And tkus, with anger in his look, 
Tlie late- repenting fool befpoke. 
Blind to the good that courts thee grown ; 
Whence has the fun of favour ihone ? 

C z Eileeim 
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Delighted with thy tuneful art. 
Efteem was growing in my heart ; 
But idly thou rejed'ft the charm 
That gave it birth, and kept it warn}* 

Unthinking fbob* alone defpift 
The arts, that taught them &rft to riTe* 
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THE 

WOLF, SHEEP, AND LAMB. 

DUTY demands, the parent's voice 
Should fanflirx the daughter's choice ; 
In that, is due obedience Ihewn ; 
To choofe, belongs to her alone. 

May horror feiase his midnight hoar» 
Who builds upon, a parent's pow'r^ 
And claims, by pnrchafe vile and bafe. 
The loathing maid for hb embrace ; 
Hence virtue fickens, and the breail. 
Where Peace had built her downy neil. 
Becomes the troubled feat of Care, 
And pines with anguiih and defpair. 
A Wolf, rapacious, rough, and bold,. 
Whofe nightly plunders thinn'd the foldj 
Contemplating his ill-fpent life. 
And, cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 
His purpofe known,, the favage race. 
In num'rous crouds, attend the place ; 
For why, a mighty Wolf he was. 
And held dominion in his jaws. 
Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought. 
And, humbly, his alliance fought ; 
But cold by age, or elfe too nice. 
None found acceptance in his tyts* 

C 3 It 
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It happen'd, as, at early dawn. 
He folitary crofs'd the lawn, 
Stray'd from the fold, a fportive lamb 
Skipp'd wanton, by her fleecy dam ; 
When Cupid, foe to m^n and beafl,. 
Difcharg'd an arrow at his breall. 

The timorous breed the robber knew*. 
And, trembling, o*er the meadpw Rev/ j 
Their nimblefl fpced the Wptfo'^rtook, 
And, courteous, thus the dam beipoke» 

Stay, faireil, and fafpeiidyour fear$ 
Truft me, no enemy is near : 
Thefe jaws, in flaughter oft imbra^d^ 
At length, have known enough of bkKi^; 
And kinder buitnefs brings me now, 
Vanquilh'd, at beauty's foot to bow. 
You have a daughter— ^-Swcetj (of^t 

A WoIPs addre fe In htr I live ; 

Love from her eyes Hke lightning cuttsct 
And fet my marrow all on flame ; 
Let your confent confi-rm my choie^. 
And ratify our nuptial joys. • 

Me ample wealth and pow'r attend. 
Wide o*er the ^plains my realms extend ; 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if I the guard am made ? 
At home the fhepherd's car may fleep. 
While I fecure his mafler^s (beep. 
Difcourfe like this attentioa elairn'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's hreaft ioAaKi'd » 
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Now, fcarlefs, by his fide (he walk'd. 

Of fettlemcnts and jointurea talk'd ; ^ 

ProposM, and doubled her demands. 

Of fiow'ry fields, and turnip-lands, ^ 

The wolf agrees. Her {)oibni fwells j 

To mifs her happy fate fhe tells ; 

And, of the grand alliance vain, . . 

Contemns her kindred pf the plain. 

The loathing Jamb wrtk hoijor hears, 
And wearies out her dam with pr^y'rs.; 
But all in vain ; mamma bt& knew 
What unexperienc'd girls fiiould do ; 
So, to the neighboring meadow carry'd, 
A formal afs the couple marry 'd. , . 

Torn from ^ tyrant gjiGrher's fide. 
The trembler goes, a viiSiim-bride, 
Relu^lant mqets the rude embxaCe, 
And bleats among the howling race« 
With horror oft her eyes behold 
Her mnrder'd kindred of the fold; 
Each day a filler lamb is ferv'd. 
And at the glutton's table carv'd ; 
The crafiiing bones he grinds for food. 
And flakes his thirft with flreaming blood* 

Love, who the cruel mind detefls. 
And lodges but in gentle breafts. 
Was now no more. Enjoyment paft. 
The favage hungered for the feaft j 
But (as we £nd in human race, 
A lAaik conceals the villain's face) 

C 4 Juftice 



jz THE BEAUTIES OF 

Juilicc muft authorize the treat ; 

Till then he lon^M, but durft not eat. 

As forth he walk*d, in queft of prey. 
The hunters met him on the way; 
Fear wings his flight ; the marfh he fought ; 
The fnufiing dogs are fet at fault. 
His Honiach baulk'd, now hanger gnaws ; 
Howling, he grinds his empty jaws; 

Food muft be had and lamb is nigh ; 

His maw invokes the fraudfal lye. 
Is this (diflcmbling rage) he cry'd. 
The gentle virtue of a bride ? 
That, leagu'd with man's deftroying race» 
She fets her hufband for the chace ? 
By treachVy prompts the npify hound 
To fcent his footfteps on the ground I 
Thou trait'refs vile \ for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood \ 

So (aying, on the lamb he flies ; 
Beneatli his jaws the victim dies. 
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THE 

FEMALE SEDUCEHS. 

' ^ I ^ I S faid of widow, maid, and wife, 

Jl That Honour is a .woman's life ; 
Unhappy fex ! who only claim 
A being, in the breath of fame ; 
Which tainted, not the quick'ning gales. 
That fweep Sabsea's fpicy vales, < 

Nor all the healing fweets reflore. 
That breathe along Arabia's fhore* 

The trav'ler, if he chance to itray. 
May tarn, uncenfur'd, to his way ; 
Foliated dreams again are pure. 
And deepeft wounds admit a cure ; x 

But woman! no redemption knows ; 
The wounds of honour never clofe. 

Tho* dif^ant ev*ry hand to guide. 
Nor ikill'd on life's tempeftuous tide, 
If once her feeble bark recede, 
Or deviate from the courfe decreed. 
In. vain ilie feeks the friendly (hore; 
Her fwifter folly flies before ; 
The circling ports againft her clofe, ' « 
And fhut the wand'rer from repofc ; 
Till, by confliding waves opprefs'd, 
Her found'ring pinnace links to red. « 

C5 Ai« 
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Are there no offerings to atone 
For but a fingle error ^? — : — Noije.. 
Tho' woman is avow'd, of old^ 
No daughter of celellial mold,. 
Her tcin paring not withoat allay. 
And form'd but of the finer clay,. 
We challenge, from the mortal dami^^ 
The ftrength angelic natures claim ;. 
Nay more ; for facred llorics tell. 
That ev'a immortal. angels fell^ 

Whatever fills the teeming fphere- 
Of humid earth, and ambient aii",. 
With varying elemjcnts enda'd, 
Was form'd to fall, and rife renew'd*. 

The flars no fix'd duration know,, 
Wide oceans ebb„ again to flow. 
The moon repletes her waining face,,. 
All- beauteous, from her late diigrace,. 
And funs, that mourn approaching nightji. 
Refulgent rife with, new-bom lights / 
' In vain may D^^ath and Time fabdue^ 
Willie Nature mints her xace anevir, 
And holds fome vital fpark apart,. 
Like virtue, hid in ev*ry heart ; 
*Tis hence reviving warmth is feen,. 
To cloathe a naked world in grecx^^. 
No longer barr'dtby winter's cold. 
Again the gates of life aufold ; 
Again each infe^ tries his wing> 
And lifts frelh piotons oa the fpriag ; 
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Again, from ev'ry latent root. 
The bladed ftem and tendril ihoot, 
Exhaling incenfc to the Ikies, 
Again to perifh, and to rife. 

And muft weak woman, then, difown 
The change, to which a world h prone? 
In one meridian brightnefs fliine. 
And ne'er, like evening funs, dediae? ^ 

Refolv'd and firm alone ? ;-Is this 

What we deinaiid of woman i Yes. 

But, ihottld the fpark of vtftal fire. 
In feme unguarded hour, expire. 
Or, fhould the nightly thief invade 
Hefperia's chafte and facred ihade. 
Of all the blooming fpoil poffefe'd. 
The dragon Honour charm'd to reft. 
Shall Virtue's Tbme no more return ? 
No more with virgin %lendor burn ? j 
No more the rayag'd garden blow 
With Spring's fucceeding bloifom ?— No. 
Pity may mourn» tiut not reftore ; 
And womAU falls, to rife no more. 

Within this fublunary fphere, 

A country lies No matter where ; 

The clime may rqadilyv be found 

By all, who tread poetic ground. 

A ftream,^calPd.Life, acrofs it glides. 

And equally the land divides ; 

And here, of Vice the province lies, 

And there, the hills of Virtue rife. 

C 6 ^pon 
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Upon a mountain's airjr ftand, 

Whofe fummit look'd to either land. 

An antient pair their dwelling choie. 

As well for profpedl as repofe ; 

For mutual faith they long were fam'd. 

And Temp'rance> and Religion^ nam'd* .1 

A numVous progeny divine, • 

Confefs'd the honours of their line ; 

But in a little daughter fair» 

Was ccnter'd more than half their care \ 

For Heav'n, to gratulate her birth„ 

Gave figns of future joy to earth ; 

White was the robe this infant wore. 

And Chaftity the name (he bore. 
As now the maid in ftature grew, 

(A flow*r juft op'ning to the view) 

Oft thro* her native lawns fte ftray'd, ' 

Andy wreflling with the lambkins, play'd ; 

Her looks diiFufivc fwcets bequeath'd, 

I'he breeze grew purer as ftie breath'd. 

The morn her radiant blufh afltrm'd. 

The fpring with earlier fragrance bloonll'd \ 

j^nd Nature, yearly, took dcHght, 

Like her, to drefs the world in white. 

But, when her rifing form was feen 

To reach the crifia of fifteen. 

Her parents up the mountain's head,^ « 

With anxious Rep their darling led ; 

By turns they fnatch*d her to tK^ir breai^. 

And thus the fears of age exprefs'd. 

O joyful 
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O joyful caufe of many a care ! 
O daughter, too divinely fair ! 
Yon world, on this important day. 
Demands thee to a dangerous way ; 
A painful journey all muK go, 
Whofc doubtful period none can know, 
Whofe due direction who" can find> 
Where Reafon's mute, and Senfe is blind 1^ 
Ah, what unequal leaders thefe. 
Thro' fuch a wide, perplexing maze! 
Then mark the warnings of the wife,^ 
And learn what love and years advife. 

Far to the right thy profpeffc bend. 
Where yonder tow'ring hills aicend ; 
Lo, there, the arduous paths in view. 
Which Virtue and her fons purfae ; 
With toil o'er leflening earth they rife. 
And gain, and gain upon the ikies. 
Narrow's the way her children tread. 
No walk for pleafure fmoothly ipread. 
But rough, and difficult, and Heep, 
Painful to xlimb, and hard to keep. 

Fruits immature thbfe lands difpenfe^ . 
A food indelicate lo fenie. 
Of tafte unpleafant ; yet, from thoie. 
Pure health, with chearful vigour, flows^ 
And ftrength, unfeeling of decay, 
Throughout the long, laborious way. 
Hence, as they fcale that heav'nly road. 
Each limb is lighten'd of its load ; 
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From earth refining ilill they go. 

And leave the mortal weight below ; 

Then fpreads the^ait, the doubtful clears^ 

And ^ooth the rugged path appean ; 

For cuftom turns fatigue. tDtetftfey 

And, taught by virtue, pain can pleaic* 

At lengthy the toilfome journey ^'er^ 

And near the bright, ^le&ial ihore, 

A gulph, blacky fearful, aad piofoand. 

Appears, of either world the bound, ]. 

Thro' darknefji l($a4ing up to Jifbt 9 

Senfe backward fhrinksy anid ihwu. the fighe ; 

For there the trdnfitorj train. 

Of time, and form, and care, 9tti psHn» 

And matter's grofs incumbering Aa&g 

Man's late afTociates^ cannot psfs. 

But/ finking, quit tk' immortal' ch^t^p 

And leave the wond'ring foul at large ; 

Lightly (he wings her obvious way. 

And mingles with eternal day* 

Thither, O thither wing tky fpeed. 
Though pleafure chatm, or pain impede ; 
To fuch th' aU-bouttteous pow^jr has giv'ii» 
For prefent earth, a future Hsav'a ; "^ 
For trivial lofs, unmeafur'd gain^. 
And endlefi blifs, for tranfieiit pain. 

Then fear, ah ! fear to turn thy fight 
Where yonder flow'ry ^ds invite ; 
Wide on the left the path-way bends. 
And with perniciom eafe detfcendt; 
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There, fweet to fenfc, and fair to fkowi 

New-planted Edens {c&m to blow. 

Trees, that delicious jpoiibn bear; 

For death is vegeuble there. 

Hence is the frame of healtli unbrac'c]. 

Each finew ilack'aing at the taft^e ; 

The foal to paHlon yields her throne. 

And fees with organs. not her own ; 

While, like the flamb'rer in the mghr, 

Pleas'd with the ihadowy dream of ligbl. 

Before her alienated eyes 

The fcenes of fairy-lanid arife ; 

The puppet world's amuiing &aw,. 

Dipt in gayly-coloi^r'd bow ; 

Scepters, and wreaths, ^nd glittering things^ 

The toys of infants, and of kings, ^ 

That tempt, aloi^ the bai^efal plaia> 

The idly wife, and lightly vm. 

Till, Terging on the gulpky ihore. 

Sudden they ijink, and rife no moii»» 

Bttt,^ lift to what thy &tes declare ; 

Tho' thou art woman, frail as iair. 

If once thy Aiding foot fhould ilray. 

Once quit yon heav'n-appointed way. 

For thee, loft maid, for thee alone. 

Nor pray'rs ihall plead, nor tears atone ^ 

Reproach, fcorn, infamy, and hate. 

On thy returning fteps ihall wait ; 

Thy form be loath'd by ev'ry ey^. 

And ev'ry fool thy pi^lftn^^ Ay. 

Thu8> 
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Thus, arm'd with words of potent founds 

Like guardian -angels plac'd around, 

A chamiy by truth (Hvinely caft. 

Forward our young adventurer pafsM. 

Forth from her &cred eye-lids Cent, 

Likemom, fore-mnning radiance went. 

While Honour, hand-maid late affignM, 

Upheld her lucid train behind. 

Awe-ftruck, the mueh-admiring crowd 

Before the virgin vifion bow'd, 

Gaz*d with an ever new delight,' 

And caught frefli virtue at the fight $• 

For not of earth's < unequal frame 

They deem'd the heav'n*'Compounded Dame, 

If matter, . fure the moft refin'd. 

High wrought, and temper'd into mind. 

Some darling daughter of the day. 

And body'd by her native ray, 

Where-e'er (he pafles, thouiands bend. 
And thoufands, where fhe moves, attend ; 
Her ways obfervant eyes confefi. 
Her fteps purfuing praifes blefs ; 
While to the elevated maid • 
Oblations, as to Heav'n, are paid. 

'Twas on an ever-blithfome day. 
The jovial birth of rofy May, 
When genial warmth, no more fnpprefsM, • 
New melts the froft in ev^ry breail. 
The cheek with fccret flushing dyes. 
And looks kind things from chafteft eyes; 
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The fun with healthier viiage glawsi 
Afide his clouded kerchief throws. 
And dances up th' etherial plain. 
Where late he as'd to dimb with pain^ 
While Nature, as from bonds fet free. 
Springs out, and gives a loofe to glee. 
And now, for momentary reft, . 
The nymph her travelPd ftep repre/s'd, 
Juft turn'd to view the ftage attained, 
And glory'd in the height (he gaia'd« 

Out'ftretch'd before her wide furveyj 
The realms of fweet Perdition lay. 
And Pity touch'd her foul with woe. 
To fee a world fo lojH below ; ' 
When ftrait the breeze began to breathe 
Airs, gently wafted from beneath. 
That bore commiffion'd witchcraft lliencey 
And reach'd her fympathy of fenfe ; 
No founds of difcord, that difdofe 
A people funk, and loft in woes, - 
But, as of prefent good pofleis^. 
The very triumph of the blefs'd. 
The maid in wrapt attention hung. 
While thus approaching Sirens fung* 
Hither, faireft, hither hafte, 

Brighteft beauty come and tafte 

What the pow'rs of blifs unfold^ 

J03FS, too mighty tobe told ; 

Tafte what extafiet they give. 

Dying raptures tafte, and live. 

In 
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In thy lap, difdakiiog mea£ire» 
Nature empties all her tTda£vkti$. 

Soft deiires, that fweetly li^nfnsihy f 

Fierce delights, that pifcto stn^yk:; • , 
Faireft, dofl .thou: yet ioiay ? •. 
Brighteft beauty, come away. 

Lift not, when the froward chide; 
Sons of pedantry, and pride, 
Snarlers, to whofe teble fenfe 
April funfhine.is'oficnee ; ' ; , 

Age and Enyy will advife : . . ^ : 
Ev'n againfl the joy* they pris^e. 

Come, in Pleafare's. balmy bo^l#' 

Slake the thirflings of ^hy fotU v . • . : 

Till thy raptac'd j^onv'rs tx6 fturtiog '; 

With enjoyment, .pftft. the painting;. < 

Faireft, dAthou^dt^^f .. : r. 

Brighteft beauty, t2oni6 axMaiyj 

So fung the SirenB> fte «f yofe^ . ^ 
Upon the falfe AuibaaMi ihdne ;. 
And, O! for that ^««txti8i|[.e]iAtii^ . 
That bound UlyiTe^on the ifuaiti^ 
That, fo, our Faiir^Ohe wa^t wi^kftanA 
The covert ruin now aft hand* 

The fong her charmed atftentioa drew, 
When now the temptert ftood in view ; 
Curiofity, witjl prying eyes. 
And hands of bufy, boM eoiprift ;: ^ - 
Like Hermes, feadier'd wen heriE^ec, *. 
And, like fore-sannijig fan4}r^ ieer. 
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By fearch unt26i^t»' by 1^ untir'd^ 
To novelty flic ftill a^'d, 
Taftelefs of cv*ry good poflefs'd^ - 
And bat in expedatm blelsM. 

With her^ afibciate, PleaAire came» 
Gay Plearure, frolic-loving dame ; 
Her mien all fwimming in delight. 
Her beauties half reveaPd to iight ; 
Loofe flow'd her garments from the ground* 
And caught the kiffing winds anonnd. 
As, erA, Medufa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into ftone^ 
A dire reverfion here they feJt» 
And in the eye of Pleafure jnelt. 
Her glance with fwret perfwsfion channM» 
Unnerv'd the ftroog» the fteel'd, difium'd } 
No fafety e'en the iying fiad» 
Who, venturous, look but once behind. 

Thus was the hinck adminng niaidy 

While didant, mdie dian half betray'd. 

With fmiles, and adulatioii blandr 

They join'd her fide, and fei^d her hawdf 

Their touch enVenom'd fweetg inftilTd, 

Her frame with new pnlfations thriU*d ;; 

While, half Gonientiag:, half 4enying, 

Repugnant now, and aoiw cDn^iying, 

AmidH a war of hopes, and fears. 

Of trembling wifiies» imling tears, 

Still down, and down, the whining pau^ 

Compell'd the fhrugglitif, yiddkig hiv. 

As 
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As when fome ilately veiTel, bound 
To blefs'd Arabia's diftaat ground. 
Borne from her couries, hapl7 li^^ 
Where Barca's fiow'ry dime iavites, 
Conceal'd around whofe treacherous land. 
Lurks the dire rock, and dangVous fand ; 
The pilot warns .with fail and oar. 
To fhun the much fnfpeded ihore. 
In vain ; the tide, too fubtly Arong^ 
Still bears the wrefUing bark along. 
Till) foundering, fh^ refigns to fate, . 
And finks, o'erwkelm'd, with all her freight* 

So, baffling cv }bar to fin. 
And Heav'n's own pilot, plac'd within^ 
Along the devious, fmooth deiicent. 
With pow'rs increafing as they .went. 
The damesj accuflom'4 to fubdue. 
As with a rapid curnent drew. 
And o'er the fatal bounds conveyed 
The loft, the Ipng reludlant maid. 

Here flop, ye fair ones, and beware. 
Nor fend your fond aife£lions there ; 
Yet, yet your darling, now deplor'd. 
May turn, to you and Heav'n reflor'd { 
Till then, with weeping Honour wait. 
The fervant of her better £ite. 
With Honour, left upon the. fhore, . 
Her friend and handmaid now no more ; 
Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch betrayed. 

But 
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But o'er her failbg c«fi the veil, 
Rememb'nng, yoa yourfelvet are frail. 

And now, from all-enquiring light, 
Faft fled the confciottft fiijides of jiight; 
The damfel, from a fliort repofe, '' 

Confounded at her plight, avofe. ' 

As when, with flumh'rottfl weight opprefi'd. 
Some wealthy mifer fmks to reft. 
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey. 
And ileal his hoard of joys away ; 
He, borne where gdiden Indus fireims. 
Of pearl, and quarry'd diamond dreams^ 
liike Midas, turns the glebe to oar. 
And flands all wrapt amidft his ftore. 
But wakens, naked, and de^il'd 
Of that, for which his years had toil'd. * 

So far*d the nymph, her treafure flown^ 
And tnmM, like Niobe, to ftone. 
Within, without, obfcure, and void. 
She felt all ravaged, all deftroy'd* 
And, O thou curs'd, in£dious coaft ! 
Ast thefe the bleflings thou can'ft boaft } 
Thefe, Virtue ! dieie the joys they find. 
Who leave thy heav'n-topt hills behind } 
Shade me, ye pines, ye caverns, hide. 
Ye mountains, cover me, Ihe cry'd ! 
Her trumpet Slander raised on high. 
And told the tidings to the iky ; 
Contempt diicharg'd a living dart, 
A fide-long viper to her heart i 

Reproach 
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Reproach breath'd peilbm o*er K^ fece. 

And (bird, aiid Uafted ev'rj graee ;. 

Officious Shaxwe, her handmaid nevtr. 

Still turn'd the miiTor tei her riew/ 

While thoie» in cri»ea^ thi^ ^eepeft dj'd^ 

Approach'dy to whiten at ;he)r fide. 

And every lewd, infttlting ^me. 

Upon her fblly rofe to faiii^. 

What ihould (he do ? Attempt, once more. 

To gain the late-deferttd ihore ; 

So truHing, back the loofRrMr Aew; 

As fail the train of liends purfqe. 

Again the farthcx ftort*« atttin'd. 

Again the land of virtue gaiaM ; 

But Echo gathers In the wind. 

And fhows her inftant foes behind. 

Amaz'd, with head-long fpeed ihe tends, * ' 

Where, late, fhe l^ft an bpft of friends ; '- 

Alas ! thofe ihxwiking friends dedinc. 

Nor longer own that form divine. 

With fear they mark the Mldwing cry, • 

And from the lonely trembler £y. 

Or backward drive her on the coaft, " ' 

Where peace was wreck'd, and honour k)ft« 

From earth, thus, hoping aid in vain. 
To Heav'n, not daring to complain. 
No truce by hoftile Clamour giv'n. 
And from the face of Friendihip driv'u. 
The* nymph funk^rofttateon the ground. 

With all her weight of woes aromid. . 

Enthron'd 
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Enthron'd vt^dnci a circling icjr» - 
Upon a mount o'<rmo«»laio& liig^ 

All radiant fate, as in a ihciney , . ^ ; . 

Virtue, firft efiliieWctf divine ; . _. 

Far, far above the fcenes <cf woe> : 

That ihut this cloud wrapt woiid. below | 

Supeiior goddefs, eflence brigkty 

Beauty of uncreated Ug.hr, > 

Whoin ihould mortality i^xyej^ 

As doom'd upon a certaaA dsatj^ 

The breath ^f • Frailty muft expiiv, ' 

The world diflblve -in living '&!«, -' . 

The gems of Heav'n^ snd folar ^flame^ 

Be quench'd by ker^etemal beam. 

And Nature, qukk'ning in lier eye» 

To rife a new-born J^hoonix, 4ie. 

Hence, unreveal'd to nortal view, 
A veil around her form fl^ threw. 
Which three fad fiArr) of the (hade, 
Pain, Care, and Melancholy made* 

Thro' this, her all-etiquftring eye. 
Attentive from her ftatiotf -high. 
Beheld, abandon'd io> defpair, . • 

The ruins of her fav'rite fair ; 
And, with a voice wh^fe awful found 
Appal'd the guilty world around. 
Bid the tumultuous winds be* ftitl ; 
To numbers bow'd eachlift'ning hiU, • 
Uncurl'd the furgingt^fthejuaiir, ' 

And fmooth'd the.thoi'ny-bed of pam^ 

The 
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The golden harp of Heaven (he ftnmgi 
And thns the tuneful goddeft faog» , 

Lovely penitent, arife. 
Come, and claim thy kindred fluet* 
Come, thy iifter angels iay 
Thou haft wept thy ftains away. 

Let experience noW decide 
Twixt the good and evil, try'dy 
In the fmooth, enchanted groundf 
Say, unfold the treafures Ibund. 

Stru6ture9, raii^'d by morning dreaitu^ 
Sands, that trip the flitting ftreams, 
Down, that anchors on the air. 
Clouds, that paint ihar changes th^re* 

Seas, that finobthly dimpling lie. 
While the ftorm impends on high. 
Showing, in anobviotasglafs, 
Joys, that in pofleffion pais ; 
Tranfient, fickle, light, andgay» 
Flatt'ring, only to betray ; 
What, alas, can life contain I 
Life ! like all its drcles^'Vain. 
Will the ftork, intending reft^ 
On the billow build her neft ? 
Will the bee demand his ftore 
From the bleak, and Uadelefs fiiore f 

Man, alone, intent to ftray. 
Ever turns from Wifdom's way. 
Lays up wealth in foreign land. 

Sows the fea, and plows die fand* I 

Soon 
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^oon this elemental ttfufin 
%oon th' incmmb'rii^ W9ltf4 4i%U #llfi» . ^ 

^orm be wrapt in waftii\j|>fttf«;r 

Time be ijpent> and life expji|)t* . / . : . i 

Then, ye boaft94^4rte|jOf3«fiH 
'Where is your a%lttin then.^ 
-Sons of Pleafure, fo|ci#^Cllit* 
Tell me, mortal*, ^ Ipif :Wfc«reB 

Gone, like traces 09-4)|9'jifq[U : • .- 
Like a fcepter, ga:a%f'iin fl^Ap, 
T>ews, exhaled frots\mi»^i^r^4i99p^ 
Melting fnows> ^^4[^^lii^(k9de§, 

Pafs tke world, a^4D^ktH'l^ btUn^^ 
Virtue's goW, by- fire refii[^'4i 
From an i]niverfev4lir^^i r - • • 
From tke wreck of natta^f) 4)1^^4 , 

Like tke Iife«fuppo^;ifeg:gfgilb : :.' 
Fruit of patience, mdofpa^i^ > ^ 
On the fwain's-auttimnal day, 
-Winnow*d fi^om the chaiF away. 
Little tarembler, fear no more. 
Thou haft plenteous c^ps in ftore^ 
-Seed, by genial forrows fown, 
•More than all thy icorners own. 

What though hoftile eaith defpife, 
^eav'n beholds with gentler eyes ; 
Heav'n thy friendlefs ilcps ihall guide, 
'CHiCiar thy hours, and guard thy iidew 
When the fatal trump (hall founds 
When th' immortah pour around^ 
Vol. II> S tieav'a 
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Heav'n fliall thy return atteft,^- ^ * r .; 

HaiPd by myriad^ of" tTiir t>l*fsM. 

Little native of th«'flsie)t, ' i ': i :•/;<: m j 
Lovely penitent, arffiiy. 
Calm thy bofomi ^d«aV tl^ brb^; 
Virtue is thy fifter now. 

More delightful ait'iiiy woes. 
Than the rapture pl^ifiire knows ; 
Richer far the weeds I hfingf " '- 
Than the robes that gracef a Idlig. ■ 

On my wars» dF iborteift date. 
Crowns of endlefs triumphs wait; - 
On my cares, a period blel«*d r ' 
On my toils, eternal reft. 

Come, with Virtue at thy Hd^, 
Come, be cv'ry bar ile^d; ' 
Till we gain our mftive ftdte; ' ^ 
Siller, come, and tui^ no more^ ' 
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EPISTLE TO A^^ LA i>-Y.i 

This little poetii, by Mn Nugent, is rcry pltefeig*^ 
The eafinefs of the poetry^ and the juftice of the 
tlioaghts, conftitute its principal beantf. >.!!:..• 

CLARINDA, dc^ylovMt ttttond;- V i: .i: . 
The counfels of a faithfjal; frieiid ; o> ai .ilJ 
Who, with the warmeft wiihes fraught, . i . 
Feels all, at leaft,.that friendlbip ought! -. 
But fincen by ruliitg KeayV9.deffgn» 
An other's fate fhaU influence thine ; . 
O !. may thefe;lMfes fpr. him prepare? 
A blifs, which I wou'd die txx fharet! , < 

< L 

Man may for, wealth or glory, roam. 
But woman n^uft-jpebteft at hcHne;* . * 

To this ihonld all. her fludie^ tend, w 

This, her great Dbj^ and her end* . ; 
t>iftaile unmingl'd plcafurea bring;. . .! . 

And ufe, can blunt A0li{tion'»itingV - 
Hence perfedl blifs no mortals know. 

And few are plang'd in utter woe ; 
While Nature, arm'd agaioft Defpair^^ 
Gives pow'r to mend, or flrength td beat; 
And half the thought oontent uidy gain,. : > ^ : 
Which fpleen employs to purchafepain* 

D z Trace 
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Trace not the fair domeftic plan, 
Fd-om what you wou^, bat what j^ou can ! 
Nor, peeviikt fyam th^^fcAity ftorc, 
Becaufe YOU think you merit more ! 
Bli¥et*itiff€il m^lWS, A M it ] 

Thy (hare alone is meant for thee ; 

9?hat ^hor^ «iieHigli, lor H» ^y Wl ;- 
Vain fcoro^iwiU ^graiffiiif d)flref9* 
And only make that little lefs. 

Admit whakttPdrfitriflefttorite, ' ,: '"^; 
Units compofi fhe'laigeft -fttm ; 
O ! tell them o^, &n^ Tay how^vMrni 
Are thofe i4iib form Jlmbitio&'aitrjfin f 
Which iwell the mt»lEudi^ forg^ous fli^ • 
And bribe to itt^ittf gttt^)r gMat I ■' 
But thou, more4(M, tnore wiA; than «hdfe^ 
Shalt build up happlhel^ on ea(b. 
Hail fwcet Coiifent ( where joy ^tfttm^ 
Guilds the mild ibut^ unru&M feeiilf^ • 
And, with blith Fancy*^ pencil witMi^ht> 
Spreads the white i^b 4)f ^Afni^ ^tinqjilt j 
Shines lovely in ttocfcbaf^^f^,^ • • 
And clothes eadi chimh^^iJi 4idtto gi'aice^ 
Effufion pure of blifi 4l»oe^e, 
A veilment for a god to Wiuur. • ^ -i 

Far other omfln^eiltt ^m{»6 
The garb' that ibroiid9 'difiembl^ W9e»; 
Piec'd out wJth ttiQthy diet <aiid '$»ts> 
FreakSf whianiftq^, ^&^$is, ^ ^ans^i 
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The tropU'd mind's fanp^iic^dar^y 
Which madnefs dtlea hsqp^u^i^c ; t 
Whilr the gay wretch to^ iQvcla bear* 
The. pale rem^ias of fig^ a|id tem-i 
And feeks in crowds, like her nnionr, r 
What only c^ be fouod in /^e.^ ^ 

But, chief, my geutlr f^riend; ! ^movft 
Far from thy couch {ediKfii^g Lpve I 
O! Aun the falfe magioiaa's ^-t, .. - 
Nor trufl thyyet ifngiiiarclfdhifait I 
Charm'd by his fpell& f^ Ho&our flies^ , 
And thot^B^i tfeacKef 011^ phantoms rife ; ' 
Where Guilty. ift Beajiity> r«)f„ bcgsi^cv . ....,>.. 
And Ruin lurks- in. Fijmdihip's iiailea» . [t i 
Lo ! where th' enchanted caplii>« dreamdu , 
Of warbling groyert ^d'pwrUng^^^e^unsj^. 
Of painted meads, of £«w'» thaf |b«d /) ; 
Their odours rc^mid becicagiFfi^t bedL 
Quick ihifts the fcef^f^ i^ cha^w» ii. loil». 
She wakes upon a defert 9fi{^ i 
No friendJy han<l.^^^,itlj^d^, .- ; .. ::. 
No guardian bowV ^9. fp^ead Iff, ilwdp^ ; ^ ;, , , ; 

Expos'd to ev'ry chUUpg bipftj , . . , tm . ^ . V) 
She treads th* inhofpitsible waffte ; ) 
And down the drear 4cdioe. ^f li&y- • 
Sinks a forlprn, diflionottr*'d wffe*. ^^; ,, / ; .^jy^ 
Negleanotthpq,.thfji«>ice^oje.Fajpe^ ^ ji^V , r 
But, clearfiRomlCfiwe*,JbefreffI:off;W5lg^f^ . .f/ / 
Tho' all 1^1^ kiaoce^<t:Vy^iV: r ■) .;: i >[ ... I 
*Ti8 guilt to we^.A^.gJ^^.f)f ^n^.^.r. .. iv r . c; c i' 

I> a Virtue 
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Virtue reje£b the^fool difguife : 

None merit praife who prsuiedefpife. 

Slight not, in fbpcrciKouy ftrain, ' ' 

Long pradis'd inodes, as low. or vain { 

'i'he world will Vindicate their caiufe. 

And claim blind faith ilk Cuftcnn's laws. 

Safer, with'^fntihitiKics, to-fbay. 

Than tread, alone, a fairer way ; 

To mingle with the -erring '¥hrdh^. 

Than boldly fpeak ten mllkiDns wrong/' ' 

Beware of th^ relen^Iett ffain 
Whom forms ade4*e, wh<$in 'forms maintain ! 
Left prudes dcmtae, oKcoxcombi'lottd, 
Accufe thee to- the partikl- clt)wd ; 
Foes who the Taws^ of htftnouf flight, * ' 
A judge vflttr medfures guilt fey r|>xte. 

Behold the tegc Aiirelia 'ftimd, - 
Difgrace and Faswe kili^ command > - * ' 
As if Heav^n's^' delegate •dfei?gn'*d, - 1 . . 
Sole arbiter of all her kind? > - - ' 
Whether ihe try fom^^fkvbur^d'piice;' - ^ ^ - 
By rules devis^aWh^antfienFGre^te; ' '^ ^ -• *- ' '■ . 
Or whether, modern in her 'flight;^ ^'^^ ^^ ^' "*' - 
She tells what Paris thinks polit^'i .';'•.: i 
For^ much her talfcnts to' ^dv^nce,- • ' ' ' ♦ 

She iludy'd Greece;*^ atidti-averdFranc^i. ' ' • 
There learned ihe-ha^py^ai-t^'^fc,- - 

With all* tHfrchaHiis of iabtlAiB^' cafe;' ' -'^- '-" •• 
Thro' looks and nodtf^^ifeii' rileftiliiig fr^ghti-i - ■ *^ 
To teach what fhe^afs'lifev^ei^taftghN ' >^ ' :" • ' 
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By her each latent fpring is feen ; . 

The workings fbal of fecret fpleen ; * 

The guilt that Ikulks in fair pretence^ 

Or folly, veiri in fpecious fen{t. 

And much her righteous fpirit- grieves,]. . . i 

When worthleflhefs the world deceives j . - 

Whether the erring crowd commends, 

Some patriot fway'd'hy private :ends'; 

Or hufband truft a fa^thlefs wife, : . 

Secure, in ignorance,- from fh'ifc; .: . 1 

-A veHe fhpbnngs their (deeds, to'vie^ t 

But juflice claims die>rig'rons due;. . . i . 

Humanely anxiQOs..to produce, ^ . 

At lead, fome poffibk excvfe. 

O ne'er ma^ Virtue^s dire difgiace ' 

Prepare a triumjih for the ha£i ! * r 

Meer forms tlie;fboF implicit fway» 
Which witlings witlv omiempt ftirvey | 
Blind folly no defe£l can fee, : . 
Half wifdom views- but one degree. > - 
The wife remoter ufes reach ,> . 
Which judgment and expeuence teach. 
Whoever wou'd be pleas'd and ploAie, 
Muil do what others do with eafe« 
Great precept, andefia'd by rulei 
And only learaM in Cuflom's fchool ; 
To no peculiar- form confin'd. 
It fpreads (hna^. all(>cIu^huoian Jktttd ;- ( 
Beauty, and wit, anA wdrth fftpplie?, > 
Yet graceful in the^food.and wi^ '^ - ^ * 

' ■" ^: D 4 Rich 
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Rich with this gift» and. aonebeiide^ 
In Fafhion's ftream how man)^ glide f ' •* 

Secure from ev*ry%meaUl woe, . /. / 

From treach'rous fri«iid or open foe ;: . /« ' 

From focial fympathy, that (buss' . 1. / 

The public l^fs or private cans; . r -' '^ 

Whether tke barb'coiis fioe invade, 
, Or merit pine in Fortune's fiiadle*. 

Hence gentk Anna* ever. gax»^ , .! . » 

« The fame to-morrow aa to-day. J ^ i .1. -: 

Save where, p^i^kance^t whbn bttbers wcd|^ j^ ' / 
Her cheek the defiontfcarrow fiecr^ ■,).:> :. *, 
Save when, perhaps, a mdti^g taie>. ; . '' 

O'er cv'ry tender breaft parovaiL '.;■••* 

The good, the bad^ thegreat, diciAsal]^ : .. > 

She likes, fhe loves, .ftalaoDurst ail* t . i.) „ .; 1 . 
And yet, if ilan4'<oiis iniaHioclttaitie^i ^t ^ ij/.x*^ 
Patient fhe yifldsva.fiilc»*s fanw.: •.; . ' i \/ r' > .! .« 
Alike if fatyr or if praifr» 
She fays whate'er the circle fay«i;rv :^ rt. ,;/ 

Implicit docs whatever tbfey do» j . - • 1 
Without one ptdftti&wilh QKtvhnir. :f i . ri ''.^: I ' 
Sure teft of otlvMJ^'fehhliiL^gbfeK . t « .. : /vrt I A 
Thro' which the vasiottsi.piiaiijtoaia ^s*v i; » '^ •-W. 
Wide blank, unfeeling wheB alcajb?;:' r * ' ; ^" ' 
No care, no joyi.no thought her ov^iU ^.1 . ^ 

Not thus fucceeds the peisifeis daaae^. 
Who looks, and:tsaUt^ dodadbioi^faite^!^^!.. rij^ 
Intent, fo wide^hfa[:i;aiffSf>irt«ndi;jj ,fiv/ .> .; .\.j../- 
To make the univ«ftfe/lw»Jdtti4»*'f J ' i:; • ' *'iV 

• '•• Now 
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Now with the gay in frolics fhines. 

Now reafons deep with deep divines* 

Withcowrtiefs-iioirexti^ls the greet, - r 

With patriots RgKs o'er Britain's /ate; 

Now breaches with zealots. holy firesr 

"(iow melts in lefs refin'd defires. ' 

ftoom'd to exceed in each degree^ 

Too wife>. too weak, too proudy too free; 

Too various for one jingle word. 

The high fublime of d^ep abfurcl.^ 

While ev'ry talent nature grants 

Jnfl {erves to (hew how much (he wants; 
Altho' in ■ combine. 

The virtues of our fex and thii^c : 

Her hand refinuns the^ widow's tears; 

Her fenfe informs^ and footh^, ^<l cJiecrt^ 

Yet, like an ang^l in di%sife^ 

She fhines but to-ibme;fiMrour'd eyoi ^ . . 

Nor is the diflant herd alloh^'d 

To view the radiance thro^ the clouds .. 

Bat thine is ev'iy winjidng art > 
Thine is the friendly, hontfthfMffe; ' > ^ : 
And lhoa?d the glm^ronffpiifit fltiw .. ' \ -'• 
Beyond where pruden^eiftwrt .10 g^ 9 , i 
Such {allies are of nublerkiad^ 
Than virtu«»<of a oatroiir 
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HANS C A R V E L. 

This bagatelle,' for which, by the bye, Mr. Prior 
has got his greatefl reputation, was a tale tolcl in 
all the old Italian colledions of jefts, and borr 
rowed from thence by Fontaine. It had been 



tranflated once or twice before into Englifli, yet. 
was never regarded till it fell into the hands of 
Mr. Prior. A ftrong inftance how much every 
thing is improved in the hands of a man of 
genius. 

HANS CARVEL/impotentandoid, 
Married ^ ]ssk of London* mold :. 
Handfome enough ; extremely gay ; 
Lov'd mufic, ccmp.suvy^ and play : 
High flights fhe had, and wit at will ; 
And Co her tongiie Jay £?ldom ilill : 
For, in all vifits, who bqt ihe. 
To argue, or to repartee ? ' . 
She made it plain, ^that huinan paffion - 
Was order'd by predeitinttti^ji^ f 
That if weak women w«nt aftrayv^ 
Their Hars were moroia faqlt than they r 
Whole tragedies fli^ had by heart : 
Enter'd into Roxana's part : 
To triumph in her rival's blood,. 
The aftioA, certainly, wst-good^ 
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How like a vine yoUng Ammon corl'd! 

Oh that dear conqu'rOF of the wpiidl 

She pity'd Bettcrton tf» age,Jr j .'., ,k j* i/ 

That ridicul'dtli^gtodlike ragt«^ f-^i- f j..t V-"> jH i '! 

She ftl^-4»f all^the t&w^i w«s C»1dt r ^ ?»i ji >'^ -. ^ 
Where neweft Iitdhl-thiiig^ W«W fold*: 
So, in a mornittg/ witkdtit fccdi^- 
Slipt fometimes oat i(yMn. Thoidyk t 
To cheapen tea, to buy a icnsen. 5 » 
What elftifcitwldft) iritfchvirttt«.iii^aK* t- . n • 
For, to prevent the- Icaft reproach,.?* •: * » 

Betty went with her in>lihe coach*. . • .' . r . i • .*'! 

But, when no vVi^ great afi^/ '.11 
Excited her pecvliarcdrdy !>•'". tt* ' •. . r '* :' .'' 
She, without fail/ w'as W2^M at.teri^.i : \i ,jf ./ r \ 
Drank chocohtte^ thon fiepf Ji^aiti ^ -- ' - i -f T 
At twelve iherolti With -intt^h ado I' 1 ^vl ' V . .^ 
Her cloaths were huddled j5h by two v\ -• :i . v ,A 
Then, does my lady dine at home 3 -• 
Yes, fure ;— but i» the Cornel come f 
Next, how to fpend^the afternoon,- ' i* . . r i / 
And not come home again too ibon;, . . ; > .' 
The change, the city, orthe]^lay» .' 
As each was proper for the day ; 
A turn, in fummer^ to Hyde Park,. : - 
When it grew tolerafely.dark. * .^ • '; 

Wife's pleafure cat»fes huAtand's pain : • - 

Strange fancies come in Hans'^s 'brain t . 
He thought of what he did not name ^ . . .J 

And would reform ; but durft notliUme. 
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At drR, he, Aljiefrfie^ preilch'dU^ wife 

Thd comforts d£ a. pioiis< HIb ^ 

Told her, how tranfient,b0«aljr w«9 1: , '. j . -" 

That all iiroft die, aafd AoOi vi»fr grtfs r ux i t . i 

He bought her fttao^sy pAfavsj, at4) g^dls^^ . . 

And d^irbled ddrtcA te.«i{»f9l^^ac|!«ibt 

Baty ftilly the we^^ol worldljfi qaf9' 
Allow'd her little, imit for pf9y*r i^ 

AndCleopaef»wa»ieiMAO'«ri? ; 

While Scot, foiklX^alw« imd tmnfK itKM^r . 

That teach one to.doagroBe'lr Ml^ 

Stood immoleHed oMthe-ihclf..' 

An untouched bible gAlc*d Mer 

No fear that thamb of her'a«4h9nU((fpml i§t 

in fhort, the trade WM ftilltM facn!^;:, .:' 

The dame went out; tke GOl*iwl:cawr<r ^-^ -. [ i.i 7 

"What's to be done i poor Cvfinl fryfd # \ ' . ( : 

A^Qther batt'r^ mttft be try'd: 

'What if to fpells I Jlad reaouiiA ? 

Tis but to himkr fom^hing worAi.^ 

The end itittft jafiiiy tliw meaas ; 

He oftly jQns^ wbo iH'iatends ^ . . : . . 

Since, therefore^ 'ti*:tO'<{&mbatevi]y v 

*Ti« lawfnl to employ the DtviL . , /. 

Forthwith^ the Devil did appear 
(For name him and he's, always' •near) • - ^ /. 
Not in the fliape in whkh he.pHe^ 
At Mifs's elbow .when &e lies ; ' .: • ^ . : 

Or ftands before the aur^'ry doors^ 
To take the BM^lfty^ boy that roar;^^; ] . , 

But 



But witliowt fawccr e><r cr d»w/ \ - . 
Like a;grjBr«-banifteJl4t Mvfri. 

HaosCarvd, lary siftki^otvlBgtttef^ ../ . ..: a 
The Devil fays; I finbgiifeHtf !-: \ ..rv J : ' ' / 
Relief, fays Han-s : :pwf hfitm M^^i ' 'i . . ? 
Your name, Sir/UA->ifi*|^^-r-^n» yMr iidunrx 
I did not lflbkAij>onry<io>» fett^ 

Vou'U pardoa'»e i 4 Ay J»0^ I *«*!: r. . I . ' . ; /t 

And pray. Sip, when <;4»%5f^iblirom,JE4aH;? • 

Our friends there, di4'yw^)l^s«r^l$h0l|i^«4l;l 

All well: but pf^^er^ liOil^Hansr ' 

(Says Saian) l^ViCt y«i« ^ojnsWr^^* ^ - . ' 

The truth is thls^^c J ^n^tr ftafy ] ; 

Flaring in foor^ipe aU MlP*4«$[ ;.. . 

For, intre nciut ;Vff-^etti&^ ^rifllsy . 

Lovcmere tkt'fltfcc^ofrtS^rnighrfrj^) . . 

Andoftner ourfeccijyfc:t99V«jf - . \ 

In dreams, than any a(^ i^y 4 • . ^ 

1 tell you, fbeiffare> asr a^fri^iMj* / 

Ere morning ^wnft your U^% (bidl eftd: i 

Go, then, this eveat^g, m^^' CavvoI, 

Lay down your fovfiik, andibiipa^h.you?>^b«N<l> 

Let friends and wini$ 4i9bl|M y0«4 jcqa^; . ; . \ 

Whilft I th€ great l«g«]§>t: pi^^p^f d : rr*^ i 

To-night rU bring it, by my foitk j . 

Beliere, for once, what Sjtt^9 &iM»' . , , 

Away went Hans, gUd not alktl&i; ^ . 
Obey'd the Devil to a tittle j ^ . , .; -. ? 

Invited friends fo^i^ hi4faj<^;>sffn>,i ...... 

The Col'nel, and flyj^lfi(Jy>.^pji^ . ,.,:...,., 

The 
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The meat was fcrv'd; the bowls were crown'd ; 
Catches were fung ; and healths Went'romtd': 
Barbadoes waters ibr the clofe; ,.f ,1: - . r::;i^ 
Till Hans had fairly ^;t>t his dbfe t * v/. , ii • ' i cil ; 
The Coi'nel tmfktd Withc beft:: : r ^ /i ;i3i!j5: 
The. dame mor'd off,- tobfe ondreft-: > r i r v > \: 
The chimes went twelve V the gaef^ withdraw ;' 
Biitwhen» o^ how, Hatii hardljr knew.' '^ i'{;o^ 
Some modern aneisdotes.avnr, ■ -■ t'- ' ,' ^ 
He nodded in his elfeO^cfcalr; > r:r-i- -:.(-.'. t C; 
From thence was carried^ofr tO'lied ; ' ^ 
John held his he^l9^ and' Ni3i> 'htsjieadi . 
My lady was diflurb'd : li^ ibrro^ ! •* 
Which Hans mull alifiver'for tow^orrow. 
In bed, then, view this happy pair'; 
And think how Hytfi^ 'tHtit^ph'd< tliel*r« 
Hans, faft aileep as fcfen' as- lai'di j '■' "^ • *• J^'- ^ • 
The duty of the night Unpaid J : '• - » - -^ ' 
The waking dame, with thbaghts oppPift, ' i- * » 
That made her hate both hihi and reft': . 
By fiich a huA>and,-facik'a wife! " 

'Twai Achme^s and Septioiitts' Hie : »• 
The lady figh'd ; the loVer'frior'd: ' ^^ 
The punaual Bevil kept his ^^Ivwd i ' ■''■ 

Appeared to honeH Hans again ; 
But not at all -by madam feen % 
And giving him a magic ring» 
Fit for the finger of a king : ' - 
Dear Hans, faid he, thiis jewel talbe» *. 
And wrar it long for Satan's fake ; ' , ; 

Twin 
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*Twill do your bofinefs to a hair : 

For, long as you this ring (hall wear^ 

As Aire as I look over Lincoln, 

That ne'er ihall happen which you think on. 

Ha|s took th^ring witi^ joy extrea3bi4 
(All this was only in a dream) 
And, thrufting it beyond his joint, 
'Tis done, he. cry 'd; Pve gain'd my point* «-^i— . 
What point, faid flie* you ugly bead ? 
You neither give me joy, nor reft. , 

*Tis done.— What's done* you drunken bear f ,, 
You've thruft your finger G— 4 knows where* 
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THE Sceptids think, ^twis teflg-it^, ' 
STnce gdrfs eame d^VO-hliltiJgWittir, 
To fee who were their friend's diffblf^, * ' i 
And how our adtions ifXtttiiS^^i' ^ 
That, fince they gave things fel^efrfc^^iBniii^, ' 
And fcf this whirlagig a i^iftiiittg," '' ^ 
Supine, they in their heav'n remain. 
Exempt from paflion aftd from pain. 
And frankly leaVe us liuman elves 
To cat and fhuifie for oarfelves ; 
To fhmd or walk» to rife or tumble. 
As matter and as morion jumble. 

The poets, now, and painters, hold 
This theiis both abfard and bold : 
And your good-natur'd gods, they fay, 
Defcend fome twice or thrice a-day : 
Elfe all thefe things we toil fo hard in 
Would not avail one fingle farthing i 
For, when the hero we rehearie. 
To grace his actions and onr verfe, 
'Tis not by dint of human thought 
That X!b his Latium he is brought $ 
Iris defcends by Fate's commands. 
To guide his ileps thro' foreign lands. 
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And AmphitritcdMi-flrthe WA^ , . 

From rocks and quickfandS' in Ui«' fen* • i 

And ifyott ffe^kidimftihst^ '. ,' .< i. ; 

(Tho' drawn by PAtofoi ^ Carwh«> , j 
He ihows not iaif .hi* ibcce aodnfijrtMiglkj^ , : c 
Strntting in affl»ar« - attd at kagth';. . . 
That he may takis.his propei figure,." 
The piece mud yet be ibisr yards biggec i- 
The nymphs oprndii^ htm.tQ tls^M^i . 
One holds his £w^A^ micfiin9<tnfi fhie^'^.. ; . : ; 
Maxs^ ftanding by^ alTetrCfrhis ^tMwrdU / 
And Fame flies sAnrMtsM^'lamrvl^ ': ;:'n :(> 

Thefe points* Ifay^.cf fpeqcktioni^. . ' / 
(As 'twere to fii^e of jfaikf th« fta^oi^ ^ ^ . 
Men idly learned ,wiU<tt^»^e>,.. . i ^i -. ; 
A0ert» objea, QOBijm»r«fiii»i;r.' / li j :1 1> 
Each mighty apgi^^siughtyr rfi^L : i: i . 

^rill» nowy ^.vlPiiifecwi agn*^ 'r^m^ . , 
So both draw off, midfingf ?« £yi««i4i 
Is it in 4q;»3ihdi^ ,. . ; ,,-;» r.;; . . ,,, 

K deities dtAmHJ.ftri>»t ';. v •! /. ^t-:'' 

Then let th' afiirmatiife )>nti^^>; S . . . . , . h i : 
As reqiuii^iGr6iito.th)E| 1^ ;/ 
for by all partiesTtiai. c^J|fK;ft» 
That thofe optiiions ane ihte beH, : 
Which, in tl^ck oaUire^ wm^ ^ndii^. 
To prefent ends^ or priiwue uiftfe : . 
H>ro ^ods cftccw^ libsjnfer^^. froiA abftvf^ . -^ 

OncMeiCBiy, tji^ tlOdwr Jj^vtwi j ^ . 

The 
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* 

The humoiir was, it ftemsy to know* 

If all the favours they beftow. 

Could from our owii'{)erverfenefs'^afOiU^; 

And if our wifh enjoy'd wottidple^feusv *' '^ ' ^ 

Difcourfing largely :dii "this thenui, l \ < .' T 

O'er hills and dal^^ their g6d&ip6>cattie ;'' ^r • :i ' 

Till well nigh tir'd^ at almoft night, •: -■ 

They thought it proper to alight. 

Note here, thatlr d^ true as odd iv -"':'' [^ " ' 
That, in difguife, a jgod or god4efe ' • < - > 

Exerts no fupernat'ral powers, ' ^ ' !,•*.* 

But ads on maxims much: Hkb'oui^. t? -i-. • /, : i A 

They fpy'd, at l«ft; a'coun try firm; ' '. "" - 
Where all was fiiug, aiid'tlcaii, arid'wartn j ' '^ 
For woods before, andliHls behind/ - - 1 . . . l 
Secur'd it both from Jraltt and 'wi»d^ y » - *. 
Large oxen in theiiel.dsWi*e lowing r X^-\ ' - -^^ 
Good grain was ibi^^'d"; ^dd ftulil WaS gtt^lJig^j ' "'' 
Of laft year's corn in barns greaj ftOi^ J t' ~ < I ^ 
Fat turkeys gobWili^ at tlfip dd<ff^5 i'^ v."'') rl. -o • c 
And Wealth (in fliort) with Peace ^lriea«9d> 'i • ' 
That people, here, fliould fiv« conlwttted.' .^^' » > il 
But did they, in eiFea*,* do fo ? ? ' * ^ - ' '- 3^i f ' . i 
Have patience, friend,- and thbufflialt-kil^Wv' e. t.> 

The honeft farmer, and his wife, '. "^^ * 

Two years dcclin'd -A-om pnme^of- life,. - • ^ " 

Had ftruggled-w4th the marriage noofe^ ^ ( 
As almoftev'ry couple does : : "*> '-^ '"J - • [ ' 
Sometime6, m/Fiaguel fdmetim^s, myD&rlift^t! 
Eifling to-day, to-moryoiy fairlingii . -: i-i'I ^ • 

TointW 
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Jointly fttbnutdag toeadure 

That evil which; admits no core. 

Oar gods the outward gate imbarrM ; 

Our farmer met *em in th^jixdy' 

Thought they were folks- tha^loftltheh* way, 

And aik'd thorn, civilly, to ftay ;• ' . 

Told them, for fupper, or for bed, . . 

They anight 'go on^ and be woHe fped.— 

So faid, fbdone; tht gods coniqit ; ^ . ■ rl 

All three into the parlour ivent : - j 

They complimjsnt ; they iit,- they chat 5 

Fight o'er thewars;; :reform:the ftabs ■. < 

A thoufand knotty ppints they cleir, . 

Till fupper aadiiny wife appear. ^ . . . 

Jove padk Ins leg, iaxrd Jc^'d^he damo ; - 

Obfequions Herm^ididt&e.&me; • .' > ' •' "^ 
Jove kifs'd the farmer's wife,; youtlay# • 
He did— but in.ah honeft way r- ^^- ' «i 

Oh ! not:w^ half that Warmth and-'lifir, . 
With which he kifs'd AmphStryon's wife.— ^ ^ 
Well, then, things hancttbmely were f«rv'd ; I L 
My miftrefs for th&>#rangers l^uVd; .' 
How ftrong the bedr, how good^lM^Aieat^ '. -' ' -i A 
How loud thdjfi laNigb^d; how much they) eiet,^ 
In epic fumptuois^WouM appear. 
Yet fhallbepafs'din-^fcnce here;'. ': 
ForlihouldlgideTeTtQohav^it'faidjri^ ) 1 

That, by a fine defcr^tibn')edi--' t> u : ■ F j;. . . F 
I made my epifode too \m^^: -b ci: • 1. -- j. i ^ ' ' 
Or tir'd my frkniiatgsicdmfi&iig: . ;bjfl > :.. 
^.••J The 
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The grace cap fervM,^t]i0;dath mrx^^. .1 . 
Jove thought k tisieMiiflicir Jm-^y ^ • • 
Landlord, andjtodhi%» hecl^'di. 
Folly and jefHng laid afide*. . 
That ye vkuB h&fyiiMjKret, ^ 
And Grangers with good chear iccem^ 
Is mighty grateful. to your be(tei:5« ........ I.. 

And makes^'eiL god& themielves ytsmr deblonb ; 

To give the thefisiplaiBBr ^»0Q&' o- .: 'r> r 

You have to-night beneath yoiirrpof 

A pair of gocb^t. (i^^ ncrtefvWondea^ii /.' 

This youth can fly^ and I cimrthiuidcr...! -: ;: - 

I'm Jupiter, and hA Merairin»^ 

My page, my fon indeed, hmtfymouB*. - i\- t 

Form, thea^ thrte wiiiics^-y»a a^dsuidtali?^'^'' . 
And, fure as you alnrady:]lad^exB9T. I . /cIumJIc V' 
The things defir'id^ hm haif«tt famu^t i .'. V: . 1 v ( 
Shall all be here, aifdim.ydlBrpdw^lr.r ' :.. — ■ : > -il 

Thank ye^ gresl gibdr» th« wvilaii ftgrt^STr ■ :0 
O may y^iriJiari everlifaBtti ' «7 

A la4Iefi]ro«Kfiiv4£.dtill ;. 51 .ie '. ,. ^ 

Is what I want, li what £ wift*,!^Ht^ • = 1 r\ . : ; li: ^* xM 
A ladle! criesntbcjiiairr a.ladlel: •! i v 'oi' ^<ji 1 
^Odzooks^^ Qeiifica^' you hav^' ptftfy'd i^Jd? I»ii I - ^i J 
What ihould be great, y©tt ttsfir.tojfator r / - 
f wifti the ladle ii> .yonr •^•— U..' : " ' ! i : J / 

With equal grirf and! frattte, .nfiflnifti :o: . ] -. '\ 
The fequ el of the t^tp«rfiifsi r V f ' t^ ii rt j A , : i f 1 i 
The l^dle fell into the r^Qomi '^' - o\.:\- jj , t- - f : I 
And fiuck in ol^iaft£««'a;ln«ru; ;^ : li ' >' i> -:- ^^^ 
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Oar couple weep two wifhes paft. 

And kindly join to form the laft, 
7o eafe the woman's aukward pain, 

And get the ladle oat again. 

M OR A L. 

THIS Commoner has worth and parts, 
lis prais'd for arms, or lov^d for arts ; 
His head achs for a coronet : 
And who is hlefs'd that is not great ? 

Some fenfe, and more eftate, kind Heav'a 
TTo this well-lotted peer has given z 
What then i he mull have rule and fway ^ 
And all is wrong, till he's in play. 

The miier m\x& make up his plum. 
And dares not touch the hoarded fum i 
The fickly dotard wants a wife. 
To draw off his Ufk dregs bf lifib 
Againft oar peace we arm our will ; . 
Amidd our plenty, fomething, mil, 
JPorhorfeSy houfes, pidlures, planting. 
To thee, to me, to him is wanting. 
The cruel fomething unpofTefs'd 
Corrodes, and leavens all the refl. 
That fomething, if we could obtain, 
'Would foon create a future pain : 
And to the coffin, from the cradle, 
^is all a wiih, and all a Ladle 

BAUCIS 
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From Swift. 



t • 



This poem i$ yely fine ; and, though In the fame 
ilrain with the preceding^ is yet ftpierior. ' ' ' 
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IN ancient times, asr ilory; tdli. 
The faints mmld pftenjeavv theircells> 
And Urole about, b)it hide their qoaii^> ' 
To try good people's hofpicality. ; ' 

It happened on^ a winter night, ^ 
As authors of the legend write. 
Two brother hermib^ faiftte by tfiufe, i 

Taking their tobrm'4naf<|iieni^ i - . . . 
Diiguis'd in tatter'd Habits, wcfte . .i 

To a fmall viHagt down in Kent;' • ' ■ > 
Where, in the (ht)l]ers' canting, ilraini ' • 
They begg'd from door to door, in vaaii' ; i 
Try'd ev*ry tone might pity win, • . - *- ' ^^ 
But not a fouhwouAd let 'em iil. • 

Our wand'ring faints, in ^oliil flttte,' 
Treated at this ungodly rate, < { '■ 
Having through all the village pais'd, 
To a fmall cottage came at laft ; 
Where dwelt agood old honeft yeoman, 
Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon, j 
Who kln'dlf 4U thefe. faint9 invitoi ' 
In his poor hut to psifs the at^ f 
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iind tfien, the hofpitable fire 

B,i4 goody fBs^acf «ntad'llie fire ; f * . -^ 

V^kfe^life ft-om out the •chhriney toot 

A flitch of bacon, c^ the hook. 

And, freely^ fi-cfentJieTatterffid'ei^ " 

Cut out large flkes, to be fry'd } 

•f hen Aepp'd afidc to fetjch 'ei^ "drink, 

Fiird a large jug up to the brink, 

And fawh fairly tjrfiMapciFl)«ad,j:.^ij .i/. 

Yet (wh^btwaoderftti!) 2they IcmmI i 

»TwasftiIlj<c^O{/hyftP<te:tfq^i ,.', 

As if they had not.tQiKJ^*4'^'^df^ - , 
The good old cou|\te.yrrc 4m»z!d> - - 
And oftea on each o^ihfr^ajE.^il j . < - 

For both werq'fij^ktfd'd;4Qn;th^he»t» i ' 
And juft began to ieacjj-fw-JlKhttart J i , ' 
Then foftly turn'daft4e„ Id.vibfcr": : .; .: i 
Whether the lights <wffjt iwmio^ b)tte» Vx^ 
The gentle pilgrims,. AoAawsre onft. 
Told them their «ilUftg, <od their erta^di 
Good folks, you n^ednotbetlfirMd:; 
We are but Saints, .tfterh^iaitii&id/; . . ' i. 
No hurt fhaljoeemc io yom or. y<}iirs ; f ; - 
But, for that pack of churJiiti toocst 
Not fit to live an chdrifttaa groitiij* 
They and their houftis Aall ht ir^mtl^M 
Whilft you (t^iU.^ ycMur cotsta^e «^, 
And grow a (shwtsfa bef<ta» youf (ey^rfib. . 

They fcarce ha4:fpokt, ivdkeh^.dbiif iMuitjfe& «> . | 

The roof began tQ aipuitatofcg . . . ,* '. i 

' Aloft 
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Aloft rofe ev'iy b^am and rafter; 
The heavy wall climbed flowly after. 

The chimney widened, and grew higher^ 
Became a fteeple, with a fpire. 

The kettle to the top was hoift. 
And there tood faften'd to a joifl ; 
But with the npiide down/ to (how 
Its inclination for below ; 
In vain, for a faperior force, 
Apply'd at bottom, flops its courfe : 
Doomed ever in fufpence to dwell, 
*Ti8 now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almod 
Loft, by.difufe, the art to roaft, 
A fudden alteration feels, - 
Increased by new inteftine wheels $ 
And, what exalts the wonder more. 
The number made the motion {lower. 
The flyer, though't had leaden htt^ 
TurnM round fo quick, you fcarce could fcc*t ; 
But, ilacken'd by fome iecret pow'r, 
J^ow hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near ally'd. 
Had never left each other's fide ; 
The chimney to a fleeple grown. 
The jack would not be left alone. 
But up againil the fleeple rear'd. 
Became a clock, and -flill adher'd ; 
And, flill, its love to houihold cares, 

• • • 

By a fhrill voice^ at. noon declares, 
Voj^ II. £ Warning 
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Warning the cookmaid not to burn 
"That road-meat which it cannot turn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawl, 
Xike a huge fnail, along the wall; 
There ftuck aloft in^public view. 
And, with fmall change, a pulpit grew: 
The porringers, that, in a row. 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring fhcw. 
To a lefs noble fubftance chang'd, 
Were, now, but leathern buckets rang'd. 
The ballads pafted on the wall. 
Of Joan of France, and Englifh Moll, 
Fair Rofamond, and Robin Hood, 
The Little Children in the Wood, 
Kow feem'd to look abundant better, 
Jmprov'd in pifturo, fize, and letter;; 
And, high in order plac'd, defcribe 
The heraldry of cv'ry tribe. 

A bcdftead, of the antique mode^ 
vCompaft, of timber many, a load ; 
:$uch as our ancfeftors did ufe. 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 
Which flill their ancient nature keep, ^ 
ly lodging folks difpos'd to fleep. 

The cottage, by fuch feats as thefe^ 
Crown to a church by juft degrees. 
The hermits then defir'd their hoft 
To a& for what he fancy'd moft. 
Fhilemon, having paus'd awhile, 
Eeturn'd *em thanks in homely ftylc ; 
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Then (aid, " My h^^" " ... mi lo jine, 
Mcthiaks I ftill would call it mine : 
I'm old, and fain v. ould live at eafe ; 
Make me the Parion, if you pleafe/ . 

He fpoke, and prefently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels ^ 
He fees, yet hardly can believe. 
About each arm a pudding ileeve j; 
His waiUcoat to a caflbck grew* 
And both aiTum'd a iable hue ; 
But, being old, continued juft 
As threadbare, ■ and as full of diiftw 
His talk was now of tythes and dues : 
He fmoak'd his pipe, and read the news { 
Knew how to preach old iermons next, 
Vamp'd in the preface, and the text : 
At chrift'nings well could aSt his part. 
And had the Service all by heart ; 
Wifh'd women might have children faft. 
And thought whofe fow had farrow'd lafl« 
Againft Diffenters would repine. 
And ftood up firm for right divine ; 
Found his head fiU'd with many a fyftem : 
Bat claific authors«^he ne'er mifs'd 'em. 

Thus having furbiih'd up « Parfon, 
Dame Baucis, next, they play'd their farCe fOL^ 
Inftead of home-fpun coifs, were ieen, 
;Good pinners, cdg'd with Colberteea j 
Her petticoat, transform'd a-pace. 
Became black faltin, flounc'd with lace* 

Eft . Hski 
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Plain Goodjr would no longer down ; 
'Twas Madam, in her grogram gown. 
Plrilemon was in great 'furprize. 
And hardly could believe his eyeSf 
Aaaz'd to fee her look Co prim. 
And ihe admired as much-at him« 

Thus happy in their change of life 
WerCj feveral years, this man and wife ; 
When, on a day wliich proWd their laft> 
Difcourfing o*er old ftories paft. 
They went, by chance, amidd their talk. 
To the church-yard, to take a walk : 
When Baucis haftily cry'd out, 
** My dear^ I fee your forehead fprout !'* 
«* Sprout !" quoth the man, " what's this you tell us ? 
I hope you don't believe me jealous : 
But yet, meth^nks, I feel it true ; 
And, really, your's is budding too— — 
Nay— now I cannot ftir my foot ; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root." 

Defcription would but tire my mufe ; 
In fliort, they both were tum'd to Yews. 

Old Gogdman Dobfon of the Green 
Hemembers he the trees has feen : 
He'll talk of them from noon till night, 
And.goes with folks to fhew the fight : 
On Sundays, after ev'ning pray'r. 
He gathers all .the parifh there ; 
Points out the place of either Yew ;, 
Here Baucis^ there Philemon grew ; 

Tai, 
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^illy once, a parfon of oar town. 
To mend his barn, cut Baacis down ; 
At which, 'tis hard to be believ'd 
How much the other tree was griev'd. 
Grew fcrubby, dy'd a-top, was ftunted ;. 
So the next parfon ftubb'd and burnt it. 
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T O THE 
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EARL OF Warwick:, 

ON THE. DEATH OF 

Mr. a D D I S O N^ 

This elegy (by Mr* Tickell) is one of the finefl la 
oar language : there is fb little new that can be- 
faid upon the death of a friend, after the com-- 
plaints of Ovidt and the Latin Italians, in this 
way, that One is furprifed to fee fo much novelty^ 
iathis to fbrike as, and fo much interefl to afie£i» 

IFj dumb too long, the- drooping mufe hath flay'd, , 
And left her debt to Addifon unpaid. 
Blame not her filence, Warwick, but bemoan^ 
And judge, oh judge, my bofom by your ownr- 
What mourner ever feh poetic fires !. 
Slow comes the verfe that real woe infpires %- 
Grief unaffeded firits but ill with art. 
Or flowing numbers with a bleeding' heart. 

Can I forget the difmal night, that gave^^ 
My foul's beft part for ever to the grave 1 
How iilent did his old companions tread. 
By midnight lamps, the manflons of the dead^ * 
Thro' breathing flatuea, then unheeded things^ 
Thro' rows of warriors, and thro* walks of kings ? 

E4 . What 
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What awe £d the flow folemn knell infpire ; 
The pealing organ, and the paufing choir ; 
The duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate pay'd ; 
jlnd tkelaft words, thajt dad to daft convey'dl 
While fpeechlefs o'er thy cloiing grave we bend. 
Accept thefe tears, thoa dear departed friend; 
Oh gone for ever, take this long adieu ; 
And fleep in peace, next thy loy'd Montago^^ 
To fbew frefh laurels let the tafk be mine, 
A frequent pilgrim at thy facred flirine ; 
Mine with true fighs thy abfence to bemoan. 
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy llone* 
If e'er from me thy lov'd memorial part. 
May (hame aiHid this alienated heart i 
Of thee forgetful if I form a fong. 
My lyre be broken, and untun'd my tongue. 
My grief be doubled from thy image free, 
And mirth a torment, unchaftis'd by thee^ 
Oft kt me range the gloomy ifles alone. 
Sad luxury ! to vulgar minds unknown. 
Along the walls, where fpeaking marbles fliow 
What worthies form the hallow'd mould below : 
Proud names, who once the reins of empire held ; . 
In arms who triumph'd, or in arts excell'd ; 
Chiefs, grac'd with fears, and prodigal of blood ; 
Stern patriots, who for facred Freedom flood ; 
Juft men, by whom impartial laws were given ; 
And faints who faught, and led the way to Heav'n \, 
Ne'er to thefe chambers, where the mighty reft. 
Since their foundation, came a nobler gueft ; 

Nor 
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Nor e*er was to the bow'rs of blifs conTey*d 
A fairer ipirit, or more welcome ihade. 

In what new region, to the joft adlgn'd. 
What new employments pleafe th' unbody'd mind; 
A winged Virtae, through th' etherial dky. 
From world to world, unweary'd, does he fly? 
Or, curious, trace the long laborious maze 
Of Heaven's decrees, where wond'ring angels gaze I 
Does he delight to hear bold feraphs tell 
How Michael battePd, and the Dragon fell; 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill eflay'd below ? 
Or doft thou warn poor mortals left behind^ 
A taik well fnited to thy gentle mind ? 
Oh ! if, fometimes, thy fpotlefs form defcend ; 
To me, thy aid, thou guardian genius, lend ! 
When Rage mifguides me, or when Fear alarms^ 
When Pain diftrefles, or when Pleafure charms, ^ 
In filent whifp'rings purer thoughts impart. 
And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart ; 
Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before. 
Till Blifs ihall join, nor Death can part us more. 

That awful form, which, fo ye Heav'ns decree, 
Muft ftill be lov'd, and ftill deplor'd by me ; 
In nightly virions feldom fails to rife. 
Or, rous'd by Fancy, meets my waking eyes. 
If bufinefs calls, or crowded courts invite ; 
Th' unblemifli'd flatefman feems to flrike my iight; 
If in the ftage I feekto footh my care, 
J meet his (bul which breaUies in Cato there $ 

E 5 Jf, 



Sz T.H E B E A U T I^E S oF 

If, penfive, to die rural (hades I rove. 
His fhape o'ertakes aie in tke lonely grove ; 
*Twas there of juH and good he reaibn'd ftrong, • 
Clear'd ibme great trnthy or raisM feme ferioufi fbng s 
There, patient, fhow'd us the wife eonrfe to fleer, 
A candid cenfor, and a friend ievere ; 
There tau^t us how to. live and (oh ! too high 
The fnide for knowledge) taught us how to die. 

Thou hill,.whoie tirowthe antique firudtnns grM:^» 
Reared by bold duels of Warwick's ^bhle raoe> 
Why, once fo lov*d, when e'er thy l>ow*r appears^ 
O'er my dim eye-balls glance the fudden tears ! 
How fweet were onde thy profpeds, frefh and fair> 
Thy floping walks, and unpolluted air I 
How fweet .the glooms beneatib thy aged troes. 
Thy noon-tide ihadow,^ and thy ev'ning breeze t 
His image thy forfaken bow'rs reflore; 
Thy walks and airy profpe£is charm no more; 
No more the fummer in thy glooms allay'd. 
Thy evening breezes, and thy noon-day ihade. 
From other ills, however Fortune frowuM, 
Some refuge in the mufe's art I found ; 
Relttdant, now, I touch the trembling firing,. 
Bereft of .him wIk) taught me how to fing ; 
And thefe fad accents, ^nurmur'd o'er h]» urn,. 
Betray that abfence they attempt to mourn. 
O ! muft I, then, (now frefii my bofom bleeds,, 
And Craggs in death to Addifon fucceeds) 
The verfe, begun to one lofl friend, prolong,. 
And weep a fecond in th'unfinidi'd fong I 

• Theft 
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Thele works divine, which on his death-bed laid. 
To thee, O Cr;aggs, th' expiring fage convey'd. 
Great, bat ill-omenM monument of fame, ." 
Nor he furviv'd to give, nor thou to claim. 
Skvift after him thy focial fpirit flics. 
And clofe to hrs, how foon ! tRy coffin lies. 
Bleft pair ! whofe union future bards fhall tell 
In futuJ-e tongues :" each other's boat, farejVel, 
F^rewel ! whomj ]oin'4 in fame, in friendfhip try'd, 
Mo chance could fever^ aor die gravie disride* 
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COLIN AND LUCY. 

A BALLAD. 

Through all Tickeirs works there is a ftrain of 

. ballad-thinking, if I may fo cxprefs it ; and, in 

this prcrfeffed 4>allad, he feems to have forpaflcd. 

himfelf. It is, perhaps, the beft in our language 

in this way. 

OF Leinfler, fam'd for maidens fair. 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e'er did Lifiy's limpid ftream 

Refle£l fo fweet a ^ce ; 
Till lucklefs love, and pining care, 

Impair'd her rofy hue. 
Her coral lips, and damafk cheeks. 

And eyes of glofly blue. 
Oh ! have you feen a lily pale. 
When beating rains defcend ? 
So droop'd the ilow-confuming maid. 

Her life now near its end. 
By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring fwaint 

Take heed, ye eafy fair : 
Of vengeance due to broken vows. 
Ye perjurM fwains, beware. 

Three 
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Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring ; 
And, (hriekiug at her window thrice. 

The raven flapped his wing : 
Too weU the love-lorn maiden knew 

The folemn boding found : 
And thus, in dying words, befpoke. 

The virgins weeping round ; 
^f I hear a voic^ you cannot hear» 

Which fays, I muft not ftay^ 
I fee a hand you cannot fee. 

Which beckons me away* 
By a falfe heart, and broken vows^ 

In early youth I die: 
Was I to blame, becaufe his bride 

Was thrice as rich as I ? 
«* Ah Colin ! give not her thy vows» 

Vows due to me alone : 
Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs^ 

Nor think him all thy own. 
To-morrow, in the church to wed. 

Impatient, both prepare ! 
But know, fond maid ; and know, falfe man. 

That Lucy will be there \ 
*^ Then bear my corfe, my comrades bear. 

This bridegroom blith to meet ; 
He in his wedding trim fo gay, 

I in my winding-(heet«" 
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She fpoke, (he dy'd ; her corfe was borne. 

The bridegroom blith to meet. 
He in his wedding- trim fo gay. 

She in her winding-fhect. 
Then what were perjor'd Colin's thoughts ? 

How were thefe nuptials kept ? 
The bridefmen»flock'd ronnd Lucy dead. 

And all the village wept. 
Confufiony fhame, remorfe, deQmir, 

At once his bofom fwell : 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow ; 

He (hook, he groan 'd, he fell. 
From the vain bride, ah bride no more ! 

The varying crimfon ffed. 
When, flretch'd before her rival'i corfe. 

She faw her hafband dead. 
Then to bis Luq^'s new-made graVe, 

Convey*d by trembling fwains. 
One mould ^th her, beneath one (bd. 

For ever he remains. 
Oft, at this grave, the conHant hind. 

And plighted maid, are feen ; 
With garlands gay, and true-love knotSy 

They deck the facred green ; 
But, fwain forfworn, whoe'er thou art> 

This hallow'd fpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin 's dreadful fate. 

And fear to meet him there. 
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THE 

TEARS OF SCOTLAND. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCXLVI. 

This ode, by Dr. Smollet, does rather more honouif 
to the author's feelings than his talle. The me- 
chanical part, with regard to numbers and 
language, is not ib perfe^fl as fo Ihort a work 
as this requires 5 but the pathetic it contains, 
particularly in the laft ftanza but one, is txqui- 
fitely fine. 

I. 

» 

MOURN, haplefs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banilh'd peace, thy laurels torn I 
Thy fons, for valour long renown'd. 
Lie flaughter'd on their native grouadi 
Thy hofpitable roofs no more. 
Invite the ftranger to the door j 
In fmoaky ruins funk they lie> 
The monuments of cruelty* 

II. 

The wretched owner fees, afar, ^ 

His all become the -prey of war ; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wile. 
Then fmites his breads and curfes life* 



St THE BEAUTIES OP 

Thy fwains are famifh'd on the rocks. 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks : 
Thy ravifh'd virgins fhriek in vain ; 
'jjThy infants periih ou the plain. 

in. 

What boots it, then, in ev*ry clime. 
Thro* the wide-fpreading wafte of time. 
Thy martial glory, crown.' ^ with praife^ 
Still ihone with undiminifh'd blaze f 
Thy tow'ring fpirit now is broke. 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke : 
What foreign arms could never quell. 
By civil rage, and rancour fell. 

IV. 

The rural pipe, and merry lay 
No more (hall chear the happy day: 
No focial fcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night : 
No ilrains, but thofe of forrow, flow,' 
And nought be heard but founds of woe. 
While the pale phantoms of the flain 
Glide nightly o'er the filent plain. 

V. 

9 

ft 

Oh baAeful cauie, oh, fatal mom, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn ! 
The fons, againil their fathers flood ; 
Tbe parent ihed his children's blood. 
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Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd. 
The victor's foul was not appeased : 
The naked and forlorn muft feel 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring deel ! 

VL 

The pious mother doom'd to death, 
Forfaken, wanders o'er the heath. 
The bleak wind whiflles round her head^ 
Her helplefs orphans cry for bread, 
Bereft of ihelter, food, and friend. 
She views the fhades of night defcend. 
And, ftretch'd beneath th' inclement (kies^ 
Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies. 

vn. 

Whilft the warm blood bedews my veios^] 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns i 
Refentment of my country's fate 
Within my filial breaft ihall beat ; 
And, fpite of her infulting foe. 
My fympathizing verfe ihall flow, 
** Mourn, haplefs Caledonia, mourn^ 
** Thy baniih'd peace, thy laurels torn.'* 
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OM THE DEATH OF THE 

LORD PROTECTOR. 

Our poetry was not qaite harmonized in Waller's 
time ; fo that this, whieh would be now looked 
upon^as a flovenly fort of verfiiicationy was» with 
refpe£t to the times in which it was written, 
almoft a prodigy of l^armony. A modern reader 
will chiefly be ftruck with the ftrength of thinkings 
and the turn of the compliments beflowed upon. 
the ufurper. Ev9ry body has heard the anfwer 
our poet made Charles II ; who afked htm hem 
his poem upon Cn>Aweli came to be finer than 
his panegyric upon himfelf. " Your majefty,'*. 
replies Waller, " knows, that poets always faC-j 
oeed beA in fidion.'* 

WE muft re^n ! Heav'n his great foul does daiflfl 
In florms, as loud as his immortal fame ; 
His dying groans, his laft breath ihakes our iil^j) ^ 
And trees uncut fall for his fun'ral pile : 
About his palace their broad roots are toft 
Into the air-»— So Romulus was loft ! 
I^ew Rome in fuch a tempeft mifs'd her king ; 
And, from obeying, fell to worlhipping, 
Oii<Eta's top thus Hercules lay dead. 
With ruin'd oaks, and pines, about him spread. 

Th« 
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The poplar, too, whofc bough he wont to wear 

On his vidlorious head, lay proftrate there. 

Thofe his laft fury from the mountain rent: 

Our dying hero from the continent. 

Raviih'd whole towns, and fort3 from Spaniards reft^ 

As his lail legacy to Britain left. 

The ocean, which fo long our hopes conHn'd, 

Could give no limits to his vafter mind ; 

Our bounds' enlargement was his latefl toil; 

Nor hath he left us prisoners to our ifle : 

Under the tropic is our language fpoke : 

And part of Flanders hath received our yoke. ; 

Prom civil broils he did us difengage ; 

Found nobler objedls for our martial rage: 

And, with wife conduft, to bis country ibow'd 

The antient way of conq'ring abroad. 

Ungrateful, then ! if we no tears allow ' ^ 

'Tchim, that gave us peace, and empire toe,^ 

Princes that fearM him, grieve; concern'd to fee 

No pitch of glory froni the grave is free 

f»^ature herfelf took notice of his death. 

And, fighing, fwell'd the fea with fuch a breath. 

That to remotfeft Ihores her billows rolPd, 

Th' approaching fate of their great ruler told. 



THE 



i 



ENGLISH POESY. 93 
The Story of 

PHOEBUS AND DAPHNE, 

APPLIED. 

The French claim this as belonging to them* To 
whomfoever it belongs the thought is finely turned. 

TH Y R S I S, a youth of the infpired train. 
Fair Sach^riiTa lov'd» but lov*d in vain : 
Like Phoebus fung the no lefs amorous boy ; 
Like Daphne fhe ; as lovely, and as coy ! 
With numbers he the flying nymph purfues ; 
With numbers fuch as Phoebus' felf might ufe ! 
Such is the chafe when love and fancy lea^s. 
O'er craggy mountains, and thro' flow'ry meads ; 
Invok'd to teftify the lover's care. 
Or form fome image of his cruel fair, 
Urg'd with Iiis fury, like a wounded deer. 
O'er thefe he fled, and now approaching near. 
Had reach'd the nymph with his harmonious lay. 
Whom all his charms could not incline to flay. 
Yet, what he fung in his immortal drain. 
Though unfuccefsful, was not fung in vain : 
All, but the nymph that ihould redrefs his wrong. 
Attend his paflion, and approve his fong. 
Like Pht3ebus thus, acquiring unfought praife. 
He catch'd at love, and fiU*d his arms with bays. 

NIGHT 
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NIGHT THOUGHTS. 

By Dr. Young. 

Thefe feem to be the beft of the colledion ; from' 
ivhence only the two £r& are taken. They are 
fpoken of differently, either with exaggerated 
applaufc or contempt, as the reader's difpofition 
is either turned to mirth or melancholy. 

K I G H T T.H E FIRST. 

O N 

XIFE, DEATH, and IMMORTALITY. 

TIR'D Nature's fweet reftorer, balmy Sleep! 
He, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
Where Fortune frailes ; the wretched he forfakes: 
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unfully'd with a tear. 

From fliort (as ufual) and diilurb'd repofe, 
I wake : how happy they, who wake" no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeft the grave. 
I wake, emerging from ^ fea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd defponding thought, 
From wave to wave of fancy 'd mifery, 
At random drove, her helm of ReafoA loft^ 

T4io» 
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Tho* now rcftorM, *tis only change of pain^ 

(A bitter change !) fevcrer for fevere. 

The Day too Ihort for my diftrefs ; and Night, 

£v'n in the zenith of her dark domain. 

Is funfliine, to the colour of my fate* 

Nighty fable godde fs ! from her ebon throne. 
In raylefs majefty, now ilretches forth 
Her leaden fceptre o'er a flumbVing world. 
Silence, how dead ! and Darknefs, how profound j 
Nor eye, nor lift'ning ear, an object finds; 
Creation lleeps. 'Tis as the gen'ral pulfe 
Of Life flood flil], and Nature made a paufe ; 
An awful paufe ! proplietic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be foon fulfill*d : 
Fate ! drop the curtain : I can lofe no more. 
Silence and Darknefs ! folemn fillers ! twins 
Fro^ antient Night, who nurfe the tender thought 
To Reafon, and on Reafon build Refolve, 
(That column of true majefly in man) 
Affift rfie: I will thank you in the grave ; 
'The grave, your kingdom : there this frame fhall fall 
A vidlim facred to your dreary fhxine. 
But what are ye ? 

Thou, who didft put to flight ' ^ 

Primaeval Silence, when the morning flars. 

Exulting, fhouted o'er the rifing ball : 

O thou, whofe word from folid Darknefs ilruck 

That fpark, the fun, flrike wifdom from my foul ; 

My foul, which flies to thee, her trud, her treafure. 

As mifers to their gold, while others reft. 

• / Thro* 
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Thro* this opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would Avander from its woe) 
Lead it thro' varioas fcenes of life and death ; 
And, from each fcene, the nobleil truths infpire. • 
Nor lefs infpire my condu^ than my fong; 
Teach ray beft reafon> reafoii ; iny beft will 
Teach reditude ; and fix my firm refolve < 

WifdoKi to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
24er let the phial of thy vengeance, poured 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell ftrikes One. We take no note of tirae, 
But from its lofs. To give it, then, a tongue. 
Is wife in man. As if an an angel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn found. If heard aright. 
It is the kpell o# ray departed hours : 
Where are they ? With the years beyond the fhod* 
It is the fignal that demands dii^atch : 
How much is to be done? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarmM, and, o'er Hfe's narro^v verge 
Look down-*-On what ? A fathomlefs abyfs > 
A dread eteraity ! How furely mine ! 
And can etermty belong to me. 
Poor penAoner on the bounties of an hour f 
How poor» how rich, how abjefl, how auguft. 
How comf^eate, h»w wo&derful, is ma» ? 
How paffing wonder He, who made him fiich ? 
Who centred in our make fech ftrange extremes f 
From different natures, ntarveloufiy mixt, 

VOiL. U. F Connexloft 
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Connexion exquifite, of diftant worlds ! 

Diflinguiiht link in Being's endlefs chain ! 

Midway from Nothing to the Deity ! 

A beam ethereal, fully'd, and abforpt! 

Tho' fully'd, and diihonour'd, (till divine I 

Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute! 

An heir of glory ! A frail child of dufi ! 

Helplefs immortal ! Iniedl infinite ! 

A worm ! a God !— — I tremble at myfelf. 

And in myfelf am loil ! At home, a Granger ; 

Thought wanders up and down> furpriz'd, aghafl. 

And wond'ring at her own : how Reafon reels ! 

O what a miracle to man is man. 

Triumphantly diftrefs'd ! what joy, what dread ! 

Alternately tranfportedy and alarm'd I 

What can preferve my life i or what deih-oy } 

An angel's arm can't fnatch me from the grave ; 

Legions of angels can't confine me there. 
'Tis pad conjecture ; all things rife in proof : 

While o'er my limbs Sleep's foft dominion fpr«ad. 
What tho' my foul phantaftic meafures trod . 
O'er fairy fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathlefs woods ; or down the craggy deep 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool; 
Or fcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds^ 
With antic fhapes, wild natives of the brain? 
Her ceafelefs flight, tho' devious, ipeaks her naturef 
Of ftthtler eflence than the trodden clod ; 
Adlive, aerial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her grofs companion's fall* 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n iilemt Night proclaims mj foul immortal : 
£v*n filent Night proclaims eternal day. 
For human weal, Heav'n hnfbands all events : 
Dull deep inftrudb, nor fport vain dreams in vaiiv. 
Why, then, their lofs deplorei that are not loH ? 
Why wanders wretched Thought their tombs arpund. 
In infidel diftrefs i Are angels there ; 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, ethereal fire ? 

They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindledy unconceiv'd ; and from an eye 
Of tendernefs, let heav'nly pity fall 
On me, more juftly numbered with the dead. 
.Tills is the defert, this the folitude : 
How populous ! how vital is the grave I 
This is Creation's melancholy vault. 
The vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty ihades ! 
All, all on earth is ihadow, all beyond 
Is fubflance : the reverfe is Folly's creed : 
How folid all, where change ihall be no more! 
This is the bud of Being, the dim dawn. 
The twilight of our day, the veiUbule ; 
Life's theatre, as yet, is (hut ; and Death, 
Strong Death, alone can heave the maffy bar. 
This grofs impediment of clay remove. 
And make us embryos of exiftence free. 
• From rfial life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light. 
The future embryo, flumb'ring in his fire. 
Embryos we mail be, till we boril the ihelt 
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Yon ambient azttre (hell, and fpring to life. 
The life of gods, O tntnfpait ! and of man. 

Yet man, fool man ! here buriea all his thought*; 
Inters celeftial hope without one figh* 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath the Kfoon, 
Here pyiions all his wiihes ; wing'd by Heav'a 
To fly at infinite ; and reach it there^ 
Where feraphs gather immortality 
On Life's fair tree, {a& by the throne of God« 
What golden joys ambrofial cluft'rtng glow. 
In His full beam, and ripen for the juH, 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 
WhereTime, and Pain,and Chance,and Death expire ! 
And is it in the flight of threefcore years 
To pufh Eternity irom human thought. 
And fmother fouls immortal in the dufl? 
A foul immortal, fpending all her £res. 
Walling her ftrength in ftrenuous idlenefs, 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarmed* 
At ought this fcene can threaten, or indulge, 
Refembles Ocean into temped wrought. 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 
Wliere falls this cenfure ? It o*erwhelms myfelf ; 
How !yas my heart incrufted by the world ! 
O how felf-fetter'd was my grov*ling foul ! 
How, like a. worm, was I wrape round and round 
In (ilken thought, which reptile Fancy fpun. 
Till darkened Reafon lay quite clouded o*er 
With foft conceit of endlefs comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ikies ! 

* - , Night-r 
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Night-vi£on$ mxy htidtnd (as fung above) : 
Oor waking dreaais are fatal* How I dreamt 
Of things impoffibit ? (Could Sleep do more f ) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetaal change f 
Of ftable pleafures on the tbifing wave ? 
Eternal funfhine in the ftorma of life f 
Row rkhly weie my nooii->titfe trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeibics of pi^r'd joys? 
Joy behind joy» in endldfs peVfpedlive ! 
Till, at Death's xM<, whofe reftleis iron tongM 
Calls daily ibr his miUions at a meal. 
Starting I woke, and (bund myfelf undone. 
Where, now, my phiicniy's pompous furnitore ? 
The cobwebb'd' o^t^e^ with its n^ed will 
Of mould'ring mod, is royalty to me ! 
The i^tdeHs rooft attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cabfe^ «> man's tender tie 
On earthly hiiis ; it iireaks at ev'ry breezev 

O ye bleft fcenes- of permanent delight ! 
Full, above meafure ! iafting, beyond bound' I 
A perpetuity of -htift is blifs« 
Could you, ib rich in rapture, fear an end. 
That ghaftiy thought would drink up all your joy^ 
And quite nnpar adtie the realms of light f 
Safe are you^lodg'd above theie rolling fpheres ; 
The balefid inilikettee of whofe giddy dance 
Sheds fad vidffitudt on all beneath. 
Here teems mth revolutions ev'ry, hour ; 
And rarely for the better ; or the bed, 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. 

F 3 Each 
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Each xnoment has its £ckle, emolons 

Of Tine's enormous fcythe, whole trnplt fweep 

Strikes empires from the root ; ^ach moment play^* 

His little weapon in the narrower fphere 

Of fweet domeftic comfort, and cuts down 

The faireft bloom of inhianary blifs* 

Blifs ! fttblunary bUfs!— 'Proud words, and vain! 
Implicit treafon to divine decree! 
A bold invafion of the rights of Heaven ! 
I clafp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I wcigVd it e'er my fond embrace ! 
What darts of :agOny had mifs?d my heart}! 

Death ! Great proprietor of all I *tis* thine 
To tread out empire, and togoench the fiars* 
The fun himfelf by thy permiifion ihines ; 
And, one day, thou ihalt pluck him fron^Kis fphere* 
Amid fuch mighty plunder,: why exhaail 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo meanf 
Why thy peculiar Yanconr wreak'd on me ? 
Infatiate archer ! could not Oiie fuffice ^ f 

Thy (haft flew thrice; and thrice my'peace was flaiii'; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had ftU'd her horn. 
O Cynthia ! why, fo pale I Doft thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour ? Grievcto fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs change outtvhirPd in human life ? 
How wanes my borrow'd bltis ! from Fortune's fmite, 
Precarious courlcfy ! Not Virtue's fure. 
Self-given, folar, ray of found delight. 

In ev'ry vary'd poUure, place, and hour. 

How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! 

Thought 
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Thought) bufy thought t too bufy for my peace ! 
Thro' the dark poftern of time long elaps'd. 
Led foftly, by the Itilluefs of the night. 
Led, like a mtirderer (and fuch it proves !) 
Strays (wretehed rover !) o'er the pleafing pad ; 
In queft of wretchednefs perveifely ftrays j 
And finds all deiart now ; and meets the ghofts ] 
Of my departed joys ; a numerous train ! 
I rue the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet Conifort's blafted cluilers I lament; 
I tremble at the bleifings once fo dca.r ; 
AsA ev'ry pleafure pains me to the heart* 

Yet why complain i or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the fun his luftre bat ibr me, 
Tht fingle man ? Are angels all befide ? 
I mourn fyr millions: 'tis the common lot ; 
In this ihape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on allof woman born. 
Not 4nore the children, than fare heirs of pai|i« 
' War, famine, pefl, volcano, ftorm, and fire, 
Inteiline broils, Opprefiion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, befiege mankind. 
God's image difinherited of day. 
Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was madt* 
There, beings deathlefs as their haughty lord. 
Are hammer'd to the galling ore for life ; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap deipaif. 
Some, for hard mailers, broken under arms. 
In battle lopt away, with half theirlimbs. 
Beg bitter bread thro' realms their valour fav'ii, 

F 4 If 
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If fo ikt tyrAntp of Kis minion » doom. 

Want, and incurable Difeafe {fell pair I) 

On hopelefs multitudes remorfdefs ftize 

At once ; and Biak€ a refage of the graire» 

How groaning hofpitals tjeSt ik&i dead I 

What numbers groan for fad admiffion there ! 

What numbersy once in Fortune's lap high-fed. 

Solicit the cold hand of Charity ! 

To (hock us more, folicit it in vein I 

"Ye filken {(mu of Pleafure ! ilnce in pailii 

You rue mpre modiih vi£t8, vidt here» 

And breathe from your debauch: give, and redact . 

Surfeit's dominion o'er you : but ib great 

Your impudence, you bl«Ai at what is right* 

Happy ! did Sorrow fease on fach alone. 
Not Prudence can dtfemd^ or Virtue favc; 
Difeafe invades the chafteft temperuice ; 
And puniihsient the guiltkfs ^ and Alar«a 
Thro* thickefl ihades, purfues the fond of peace* ; 
Man's caution often into danger turns. 
And his guard falling, cru&es him to deaths 
Not Happine^ itielf makes gpod her name i 
Our very wiihes give us not our wifli, 
Ho^ di^ant, ott^ the thing we doat on moft, 
J'rom that for which we doat. Felicity i 
The fmootheft coarfe of Nature has its pains ; 
And trued friends, thro' error, wound our reft* 
Without Misfortune, what calamities ? 
And what hoililities, without a foe ? 
Nor are foes wanting tp the beft on curth« 

Bat 
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But cndlefs is the liA of human His, 
Aiid fighs flkight fobnef fail, than caafe to iigh. 
A part, li«w fmall, of the terraqueous globe> 
Is tenanted by man ! the^ieft a wafte. 
Rocks, deikfts, froeen feas, and burning fands! 
Wild haaats of monUe^, j^oiioRS, ftlvgs, and death* 
Such is Earth's melancholy map ! But far 
More fad ! this earth is « true map of man. 
So bounded are it» haughty lord's delights 
To Woe's wide empire ; where deep Troubles tof^» 
Loud Sorrows howl, invenom'd Paffioms bite» 
Ray'.notts Calamities our yitals feize. 
And threat'ning Fate widfe opens to devour. 
What then am I, ^ho forrow for myfelf? 
In age, in kifancy, from others nid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kmd« 
That, Nature's firft, hA ltSk>n to mankind ; 
The feliifli heart deferv«t the pain it feels. 
More gen'iDtts forvow, white it (inks, exalte ; 
And confcious Virtue mitigates'the pang. 
NorVij:tae, inprethtn Prudence, bidomegiv-e 
Swoiil Thought a fecond channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too, the torreht of their grief. 
Take, then,. O World ! thy ihuch-indebted tear : 
How fad a light is hutnati happine^. 
To thofe whofe thought t:an pierce l>eyond aa hour f 

thou/whate'er thou art, whofe heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I ftould congratulate thy fate ? 

1 know thou wouidd ; thy pride demands it from me; 
Let thy pride pardofi what thy natore needs, 

r ■< F 5 The 
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The falutary cenfure of a ^rksd. * 
Thou happy wretch! by Uiiidnefs thou^tbleft^. ^ 
By dotage dandled to perpetual fmiles* * 
Know, fxnller I at tl^ peril art thou pkas-'ds 
Thy pleafure is the promife of thy pain* 
MiBfortune, like a creditor ieyere> 
But rifes in demand £o^ her delay ; 
She makes a fcourg^ of pafi profperityy 
To ding thee more„ and double thy diiireff , 
. Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the fyren lings. 
Dear is thy weliare; think.me.uot unkind; 
I would not damp> but to fecm^ thy joys. 
Think not that Fear is fagred to.' the ftorm. 
Stand on thy guard againft the fraijes of Fate^ 
Is Heav'n tremendous in its frowns ? Moft iiire ; 
And in i its favours formidable too: 
Its favours here are. trials, not rewards; 
A call to.duty, not difclurge.from care; 
And fhould alarm us full as much as w^es ; . 
Awake us to thdr caufe, audcopfequenpe; 
And make us tremble, wcjgb'd with our defert; 
Awe Nature's tumult, and ehallize her joys. 
Left, while we clafp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worfe than iimple roifery, their charms, 
kevolted joys, like foes in civil war. 
Like bofom friendihipsto r^f^ntment four'd. 
With rage invenom'd rife againft our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happinefs ; beware 
All joys, but joys that never, can expire. 

Wh# 
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Whp4}uilds on lefs than an immortal bale, 
Fondas he Teems, condemns his joys to death. 
Mine dy'd with thee, Philander! thy laft figh 
Di/Tolv'd the charm ; the diflnchanted earth 
Loft all her luilre. Where her glitl'ring towers ? 
Her golden mountains where ? all darkened down 
To naked wafle; a dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician's dead ! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out-caft earth, in darknefs ! what a change 
From yefterday ! thy darling hope {c near. 
(Long-labour'd prize!) O how ambition fiuih'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! Ambition, truly great. 
Of virtuous praife. Death's fubtle feed within, 
(Sly, treach'rous miner !) working in the dark, 
Smird at thy well-concerted fcheme, and beckoned 
The worm to not on that roie (b red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment'^s prey ! 
Man's fbreiight is conditionally wife: 
Lorenzo ! Wifdom into Folly turns 
Oft, the ErSi inftant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye ! 
The prefent moment terminates our /ight ; 
. Clouds, thick as thofe onDoomfday, drown the next} 
We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles, aud^each. 
Ere mingled with the flreaming fands of life. 
By Fate's inviolable oath is fworn 
Deep filcnce, «* Where Eternity begins." 
By Nature's law, what may be, may be now i 
There's no prerogative in human hours. 

F 6 la 
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In human hearts what bolder dxoaght can rife. 

Than man^s ppefcunption on to-morrow's dawn f 

Where is to*morrow f In another world. 

For numbers this is certain ; the terefie 

Is fore to none ; and yet on this perhaps. 

This peradventure, infamoas for iyes. 

As on a rock of adamaat, we build 

Our mountain hopes ; fpin our eternal ichaiies> 

As we the fatal ii^rs would out-fpin. 

And, big with life's futurides, expire* 

Not ev'n Philander had beipoke his fltroud. 
Nor had he cauie ; a warning was deny'd : 
^How many fall as fudden, not as £d« ! 
As fudden, tho' for years admonilht home* 
Of human ills the laft eactitcie beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo i a flow-fiuiden death. 
How dreadful that 4etiberafe fiirprtse ! 
Ee wife to-day : 'ti« madneft to defer ; 
Next day the fatal precedent wtU plead ; 
Thus on, till Wifdom is pu&'d out of life» 
t^rocraftination is the thief of time; 
Year after year it fleals^ till .all is fled. 
And, to the mercies of a moment, leaves 
The vail concerns of an eternal fceae. 
If not fo frequent, would not this be fbrange? 
That 'tis fo frequent, this is firanger ^ill. 

Of man's miraculous miftakes, this bears 
The palm, '< That all men are about to Hve/' 
For ever oh the brink of being born. 
All pay themfelves the complkient to think 

They 
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They one -day &all not drivei ; and their pride 

On this rererAon takes up retdy praife ; 

At leaft their own, their htur^ ieives applauds ; 

How excdlcnt that liSs tl»y ns^er will lead I 

Time, lodged in their ovn hands, is Fol]y*s vails ^ 

That JodgM in Fate's» to Wi£i0m they confign ; ' 

Thethiagtheir can't bat pnipofe, they poftpone: ' 

Tis not in Folly, aot to fcorn a fool. 

And ipoce in human wifdom to do more. 

All promife is poor dilatory man. 

And that thro' ev'ry ftage : when young, indeed^ 

In full ooBtent, we, ibmedmes, nobly reft, 

UnaaxiaBS for onrlelvn ; and only wifh. 

As duteons tos, oar fathers were more wift« 

At thirty man fnfpefb himfeif a foql ; 

Knows it at forty, and Reforms his |dan ; 

At fifty chides his iafanons delay, 

Pufhes his pnident parpofe to refo1v« $ 

In ail the magnanimity of thcmght 

Kefolves ; and re-reA>lves; then dies the fame.. 

And why ? Becade he thinks himfeif immortal. 
All misn think all men morul bnt tiiemfolves ;' 
7*hemfelves, when fome alarming ihock of Fate 
Strikes ^ro' their wounded hearts the fadden dread j 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. 
Soon clofe ; where pafs'd the ihaft no uace is found; 
As from the wing no fear the fky retains ; 
The parted wave no farrow from the keel : 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
£v*n with the tender tear which Nature fheds ^ 

O'er 
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O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their gnnre. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ftraage ; 

my full heart !«...i«fiat ihould I give it vent. 
The longeft night, the' longer far, would fail. 
And the lark liften to my midnight fong. 

The fprightly lark's ihrill matin wakes the mom; 
Grief's iharpeft thorn hard preffing on my hreaft, 

1 ilrive, with wakeful melody, to chear 
The fallen gloom, fweet Philomel ! like thee. 
And call the ilars to Men : ev^ry ftar <^. 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay* 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel, ^ 

And chai^ thro' diftant ages : wrapt in ihade^ 

Pris'ner of darknefs ! to th& iilent hours. 

How often I repeat their rage divine. 

To lull my griefs, and ileal my heart from woe ! 

I roll their-raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, tho' not blind, like thee, Masonides! 

Or, Milton ! thee ; ah ! could I reach yont ftrain ! 

Or his, who made Mseonides our own. 

Man, too, he fung : immortal man I fing; 

Oft burfts my fong beyond the bounds of life; 

What, now, but immortality, can pleafe? 

O had he prefi'd his theme, purfu'd the track 

Which opens out of darknefs into day ! 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd, where I fink, and fung immortal man ! 

How had it blefs'd mankind, and refcu'd me ! 
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NIGHT THE SECOND. 

O N 

iriME, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 

•* "^X /HEN the cock crcw> he wept''— Smote by 

Vy ^ that eye, 
Which looks on me, on all : that Pow'r, who bids 
Thi^ midnight ceiitinel, with clarion (hrill. 
Emblem of that v^iich >8ialLawake the dead, . 
Rottie fouJs ffom ilumber, into thou^ts of Heaven* 
Shall J, too, weep? Where, thenj isFomtade? 
And, Fortitude AbandonM, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he fees the light; 
He that is bora is lifted: life is war; 
£temal war with Woe. Who bears it beft, 

Deferves it leaft. On other themes Til dwell. 

Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee. 
And thine, on themes may profit ; profit there. 
Where moil thy need. Themes, too, the genuine 

growth. 
Of dear Philander's duft. He,- thus, tho* dead. 
May ftill befriend— What themes ? Time's wond'roua 

Price, 
Death, Friendihip, and Philander's final fcene. 

So could I touch thefe themes, as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengag'd, 

.The 
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I 

The good deed would delight me ; half-imprefs 
On my dark cloud an Iris ; and from Grief 
Call Glorx— J)oft tiioa mown Pkilander's fate ? 
I know thott fay'fl it: fays thy life the famef^ 
He mourns the dead» who lives as they defire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of Time, 
(O/glorioos avarice !} ihonght of Death infpires^ 
As ramour'd robberies endear our gold ? 
t) Time \ thttt gold ntt»t<e facred ; more a load, 
Than lead, to fools^ and fools reputed wife. 
What sKmient granted man without account ? 
What years are iqnander'd, Wifdom's debt unpaid ! 
Our weal^ in days all due to that difcharge. 
Haftey hafte, te lies in w^it ; he's at the door | 
Iniidioa« Dtzth ! fliould hk Urong hand arreft. 
No compofidon fets the prisoner free. 

Eternity's inexorable chain 

Fail binds ; and Vengeance claims the full arrear. 
How, 'latte, I niudder'd'onthebrink! hew, late^ 

Life cailM for her lafl refuge in defpair ! 

That Time is mine, O Mead, to thee I owe ; 

fain wovkl I pay thee with eternity. 

But Ml my g^enius anfwert my defire ; 

My fickly fong is mortal, paft thy cure. 

Accejpt the will ■ that dies not with my ftraiA* 

For what calk tfay difeafe, Lorenzo i Not 

For Efculapian, but for moral aid. 

Thou think'ft it folly to be yn(k too foon. 

Youth is not rich in Time ; it may be poor ; 

Fart with it as with money, fparing ; pay 

N« 
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No memeiKt but in porchafe of its worth ; 

And what its werth, tk death-beds ; the^ call telK 

Part With it as wkh life, relaxant ; big . 

With holy hope of nobler time to come $ 

Time higher-aim'di (Uli nearer the great mark 

Of men and angds ; virtue more divine. 

Is this our dntyit wiAiom, glory, gain f 
(Thefe Heav'a bei&ign in vital uniofi binds) 
And fport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal funs iafpire? Amufement reigoa 
Man's great demand : to trifle is to live : 
And is it, then, a triie> too» to die? 

Tho« fay'A J pretch, Lorenmo ! *Tis confe& 
What if, fot ottce, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants amufcmeat in the flame of battle i 
Is it not Ireaimi to the fcnl immortal. 
Her foe» in arms, eternity the prize i 
Will toys amofe, when med'ciaes cannot cure? 
WJnea ipirits ebb, whcin Life's enthanling fcenes ' 
Their luftre loft, and lefien in oiir iight. 
As lands and dtiet with their glittering fpires» 
To the poor fliatler'd bark, by fydden iiorm 
'Thrown off to fea, and foou'to perifli there ; 
Will toys ama£b ? No ; thrones will then be tojt» 
And earth and kkti feem daH upon the fcale* 

Redeem we time?----*-Its lofs we dearly bay* 
What pleads Loreaao for his high-pris'd fports ? 
He pleads Time's mim'rous blanks : he loudly pleads 
The ftraw-like trifles on Life's common flr^am. 
From whom thofe blanks and uiles, bat from thee i 

No 
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No blank, ntf trifle Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or purposed virtue, ftill be thine ; 
This cancels thy complaint at once ; this teaves 
In a£i no trifle, and no blank in time* 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes all ; 
This, the blefl art of turning all to gold ; 
This, the good heart's prerogative to raifc 
A royal tribute from the poorcfl hours ; 
Jmmenfe revenue ! eY*ry moment pays. 
If notking more than purpofe in thy powV; 
Thy purpofe Arm, is equal to the deed.: 
Who does the beft his circumftance allows. 
Does well, adts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our outward z&, indeed, admits reftraint : 
'Tis not in things o^r Thought to domineer} 
Guard well thy thought ; our thoughts are heard in 
Heaven. ^ 

On all important Time, thro* ev'ry age, 
Tho' much, and warm, the wife have urg'd; the maii 
Is yet unborn, wko duly weighs an hour. 

" IVe loft a day.** ^The prince who nobly cry'd. 

Had been an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome ? Say, rather, lord of human race: 
He fpoke, as if deputed by mankind* 
So fliould all fpeak : fo Reafon fpeaks inztt$ 
From the folt whifpers of that' God in man. 
Why fly to Fdly, why to phrenfy fly. 
For refcue from the bleffings we pofleis ! 
Time, the fupreme !.«-~Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with aU Eterni^ can give ; 
, Pregnant 
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Pregnant with all that makes archangels fmile. 
Who murders Time, he crnflies in the birth 
A pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 

Ah ! how nnjuft to Nature, and himfelf. 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, incpnMent man ! 
Like children babbling nonfenfe in their fports. 
We cefifure Nature for a fpan too ihort ; 
That fpan too ihort, we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire. 
To la(h the lingering moments into fpeed. 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) horn, ourfelves. 
Art, brainjefs Art, our furious charioteer, 
(For Nature's voice linftiflcd would recall) 
Drives headlong towVds the precipice of Death ; 
Death, moft our dread ; Death thus more dreadful 

made ; 
O what a riddle of abfurdity ! 
Leifure is pain ; take« off our chariottwheels; 
Bow heavily we drag the load of life! 
Bleft Leifure is our curfe ) like that of Cain» 
It makes us wander, wander earth around. 
To fly that tyrant Thought. As Atlas groan*d 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry iov mercy to ^ next amufement; 
The next amufement mortgages our fields ! 
Slight inconvenience J Pnfons hardly frown*. 
From hateful Time if prifons ftt us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 
.We call him cruel I years to moments ihcink» 
Ages to year?. The telefcope is turn'd. 

To 
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To man's falfc optics (from his folly falfc) 
Timey in advance, behind him hides his wings^ 
And Teems to creep^ decrepit with his age : 
Behold him when paft by; what then is feen. 
But his broad pinions, fwifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, ia omtradi^on ftrong. 
Rueful, aghaft, cry out en his career. 

Leave to thy foes thefe errors, and thefe.ills; 
To Nature jaft, their canfe and care explore* 
Not ihort Heaven's bounty; boundlefs oiur expence; 
No niggard. Nature ; men ve prodigals. 
We waile, not nfe ottr time; we breathe, not live. 
Time wafted is exiAence; ns'd^ is life. 
"And bare exiileBcey man, to Htc oniain'd* 
Wrings* and oppcei&s with enormous weight. 
And why ? fincc Time was giy'n for ufe, not wafte^ 
Injoin'd to fly; with temjpeft, tide, and ilars. 
To keep his fpced, nor ever wait for man ; 
Time's ufe wias doom'd a pleafiire; waftej a pain jr 
That qiaoi itoigfat feel Ms error, if nofeea: 
And, feefing, fly to labour for his cttrc ; 
Not, blttnd'ring, fplit on idlenefa for eafe. 
Lifefs cares are comforts; fuch by Heav'n defign'd ; 
He that has none, maft make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are emj^oyments ; and, withoat employ. 
The foitl is on the rack ; the rack of reft» 
To fouls moft adveHe, aidioa ail their joy. 

Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 
Then Time tarns toment, when man turns a foot 
tVerave, we wiefUe with great Nature's plM ; . 

We 
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We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed, 

Who thwart his will, fliall contradi^ their own. 

Hence our uanatural quarrel with ourfelves ; 

Our thoughts at enmity; our bofom-broil ; 

We puih Time from us, and we wiih him back ; 

Lavifli of luftrumsy and yet fond of life; 

Life we think long, and ibort ; Death feek, and fhun ; 

Body and foal, like peeviih man and wife. 

United jar, and yet are loth part. 

Oh the dark days of Vanity! while here. 
How tadelefs ! and how terrible, when gone ! 
Gone I they ne'er go; when paft, they haunt us dill ; 
The fpirit walks of ev'ry day deceasM; 
And fm lies an ai^gel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor life delight uff. If Time paft. 
And Time poflcH, both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd. 
Time as'd. The man who confecrates his hours 
By vigorous el^rt, and an honefl aim, 
At once he draws the Odng of Life and Death ; 
He walks jrtrith Nature; and her paths, are peace. 
Our error's caufe and cure are feen: fee, next. 
Time's nature, origin, importance, fpeed; 
J9^nd thy great gain from urging his career.——* 
All-fenfiial man, because untottch'd, unfeen. 
He k>ok6 on Time at nothing. Nothing elfe 
Is truly man's ; 'tis Koftune's<->Time's a God. 
Haft thott ne'er heard Df Time's omnipotence f 
For or againft, what wonders can he do ! 
And will : to Aaad bkmk ne«ter he diidains. 

Not 
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Not on thofe terms wasTitoc (Heav'n's ibraoger !)fent 
On his important embaiTy to man. 

Lorenzo ! no : on the long-deftin'd hour. 
From everlafting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable hour of wond'rous birth. 
When the Dread Sire» on emanation bent, 
j^ndy big with Nature, riiing in his might, 
Caird forth Creation (for then Time was bom). 
By Godhead fbeaming thro' a thoufand worlds ; 
Not on thofe terms, from the great days of Heaven, 
From old Eternity's myfterious orb. 
Was Time cut off, and caft beneath the (kies ; 
The (kies, which watch him in his new abode, 
Meafuring his motions by revolving fpheres ; 
That horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, 

play, 
Like numerous wings aronnd him, as he flies : 
Or, rather^ as unequal plumes, they (hape 
His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame. 
To gain his goal, to reach his antient reft. 
And join anew Eternity, his Are; 
In his immutability to neft. 

When worlds, that count his circles now, unhing'd, 
(Fate the loud fignal founding) headlong rufli 
To timelefs Night and Chaos, whence they roie* 

Why fpur the fpeedy ? Why,- with levities. 
New-wing thy ihort, fliort day V too rapid flight ? 
Know'ft thou, or what thou dofl, or what is done f . 
Man flies from Time^ and Time from Man ; too foon 

In 
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Xa did divorce this double flight muft end: 

And then, where are we ? where^ Lorenzo ! then 

Tl^ fports ? thy pomps ?— — I grant thee, in a flate 

Not unambitious; in the ruiHed (hroud, 

Tby Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath* ^ 

xl^as Death his fopperies ? Then well may Life 

Put on her plu^e, and in her rainbow ihine. 

Ye well-array 'd ! Ye lilies of our land! 
Ye lilies male ! who neither toil nor fpin» 
(As fifter lilies might) if not fo wife . 
As Solomon, n)ore fumptuous to the fight! 
Ye delicate ! who nothing can fupport, 
Yourfelves moft infupportable I for whom 
The winter rofe mufl blow, the Sun put on 
A brighter b^am in Leo ; filky-fbft 
Favonius breathe fliil fofter, or be chid ; 
And other worlds fend odours, fawce, and fong. 
And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 
O ye Lorenzo's of our age! who deem 
One moment unamusM, a mifery 
Not made for feeble. man ! who call aloud 
For Vi^vj bawble, drivell'd o'er by fenfe ; 
For rattles, and conceits of ev'ry cafl. 
For change of follies, and relays of joy. 
To drag your patient thro' the tedious length 
Of a ihort winter's day— —fay, fages! fay. 
Wit's oracles ! fay, dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will you weather aa eternal night» 
Where fucb expedients fail ? 

O treach'roui 
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O treach'j^us Confcience, while (he feems to flccp 
On rofe and myrtle, lull'^i with fyren fong ; 
While (he ieems nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the fiacken'd rein. 
And give us up to Licence, unrecafPd, 
Unniark'dj— — See, from behind her fecret ftand^ 
The ily informer roinutds ev'ry fault. 
And her dread diary with horror £lls. 
Not the grofs a£t alone employs her pen ; 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy hand^ 
A watchful foe ! The formidable fpy, 
Lifl'ning, o'erhears the whifpers of our camp: 
Our dawning purpofes of heart explores. 
And fleaU our embryos of iniquity. 
As all rapacious ufurers conceal 
Theif doomfday>book from all-confuming heirs; 
Thus, with indulgence mod fevere, ihe treats 
Us fpendthrifts of ineftimable Time ; 
Unnoted, notes each moment mifapply'd^ 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs. 
Writes our whole hi&ory ; which Death (hall read 
Jn ev'ry pale delinquent's private ear; 
And Judgment publifli $ publifli to more w<M-ldt 
Than this ; ai^d endlefs age iii groans refotind. 
Lorenzo, fuch that deeper in thy breaft I 
Such is her Humbej ; and her Yeiigeance fitch 
For fligkied coanfel ; fucK thy future peace ! 
And think'ft tihou ilill thou can'ft be wife tQO ibon f 

But why on Time fo lav4(h is my fong ^ 
On this great ^herne kind Nature keeps a fchcoL 

Tq 
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To t€ach her fofis hefftlf. Each night we die. 
Each mrirn are born'^iricw :- each day, a life! 
And ihall we kiU ($ach day ? If Trifling kills. 
Sure Vice muft butcher. O what heaps of flain 
Cry out for vengeance on us. Time deftroy'd 
Is fuicide) where m6re than blood is ipilt. 
Time flies, Death urges, knells call. Heaven invites. 
Hell threatens; all exerts; in effort*, all; 
More than Creation labours ! — Labours more i?^ 
And is there in' Creation, what, amidfl ' 
This tuiriiilt univerfal, wing'd Difpatch, 
And ardent Energy, fupinely yawns ?— — - 
Man fleeps ; iand man alone.; and man, whofe fate. 
Fate irreveriible, intire, extreme, 
Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze fhaken, o'er the gulph 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and man, for whofll 
All elfe is in alarm ; man, the fole caufe 
Of this furrounding ftorm ! And yet he fleeps. 
As the llorm rock'd to reft.-— Throw years away? 
Throw empires, and be blamelefs. Moments feize; 
Heav Vs on their wing : a moment we may wifli. 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand fUU, 
Bid him driVe back his car, and reimport 
The period paft. Regive the given houn 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want; 
Lorenzo«-*-0 for yeflerdays to come! 

Such is the language of the man awake $ 
His ardour fuch, for what opprefTes thee. 
And is his* ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge ; 

Vol. II. G To-day 
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To-day is yeflerday retura'd; returii'd 
FuU-power'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn, 
And reinilate us on the rock of Peace. 
Let it not (hare its predecefTor's fate; 
Nor, like its elder iifters, die a fool. 
Shall it evaporate in fume ? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and fiain us deeper dill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pourM ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of Heaven ? 

Where ihall I find Him ? — Angels! tell me where* 
Vou know him: he is near you: point him out : 
Shall I fee glories beaming frpm his brow ? 
Or trace his footileps by the rifing flowers ? 
Your golden wings, now hov'rJpg o'er him, ftied 
Protedion ; now, are waving in applaufe 
To that bleft fon of Forefightl lord of Fate ! 
That awful independent on To-morrow ! 
Whofe work is done ; who triumphs in the pafl ; 
Whofe Yeftcrdays look backwards with a fmile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly ; 
That common, but opprobrious lot! Pafl hours. 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If Folly bounds our profped by the grave. 
All feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; 
All god-like paffions for eternals quencht; " 
All relifli of realities expired ; 
Renounc'd all correfpondence with the ikies ; 
Our freedom chain'd ; quite winglefs our deflre ; 
In Senfe dark-prifon'd all that ought to foar ; 
Prone to the centre; crawling in the dull; 

Pifmounted 
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Difmottnted ev'sy great and glorioas aim ; 

Embrated ev*ry faculty divine ; 

Heart-bury'd in the rabbifk of the world. 

The world, that gulph of foals, immortal fouls. 

Souls elevate, angelic, wing*d with fire 

To reach the diftant ikies, and triumph there. 

On thrones which ihall not mourn their mailers 

chang'd ; 
Tho* we from earth ; ethereal they that fell, 
Su«h veneration due, O man 1 to man ! 

Who venerate themfelvcs, the world deipiie. 
For what» gay friend ! h this efcutcheon*d world. 
Which hangs out Death in one eternal night ? 
A night, that glooms us in the nood-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the ihroud. 
Life's little ftage is a fmall eminence, 
Inch-high the grave above, that home of man. 
Where dwells the multitude : we gaze around ; 
We read their monuments ; we £gh ; and, while 
We iigh, we iink ; and are what we depIor*d : 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot ! 

Is Death at diHance ? No : he has.been 011 thee; 
And giv'n fure earneft of his.final blow. 
ThofeHours, which lately fmil'd,where are they n6w ? 
Pallid to Thought, and ghaftly ! drown *d, all drown*4 
In that great deep which nothing difembogues \ 
And^ dying, they bequeathed thee fmall renown. 
The reft are on the wing :* how iieet their flight ! 
Already has the fatal train took £re $ 
A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; 
The Sun is darknefsand the ilars are duft. 
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*Tis greatly wife to talk with our pail hoon ; 
And alk them, what report they Jbore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome aews^ 
Thei^ anfwers form what men Experience call ; 
If Wifdom's friend, her beft ; if not, werft foe» 
O reconcile them ! kind Experience cries, 
*<. There's nothing here, bat what as nothing weighs^j 
•* The more our joy, the more Ve know it vain ; 
•* And by Succefs are tutor'd to Defpair.** 
Nor is it only thus, bnt maft be Co* 
Who knows not this, tho'. grey, is ilili a child. 
Loofp, then, from Earth, the grafp of fond Defire, 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 

Art thou fo moor'd thou can'fl not difengagCp 
Nof give thy thoughts a ply to future fcenes ? 
Since, by Life's palling breath, blown up from Earth, 
Light, as the Summer's duft, we take in air 
A moment's ^iddy flight,, and fall again ; 
Join ihe dull mafs, 'increaf^ the trodden foil. 
And fleep, till Earth herfelf ihall be no more ; 
Since then (as emmets, their fmall world o'erthrown) 
We, fore amaz'd, from out Earth's ruins crawl. 
And rife to fate extreme of foul or fait. 
As' man's own choice (controuler of the fkits !) 
A) man's defpotic will, perhaps one hour, 
(O how omnipotent is- Time!) decrees; 
Should not each warning give a flrong alarm f 
Warning, far lefs than that of boibtti torn 
From bofom, bleedingro'er the facred deadt 
Should not each dial firike^us as we pafs> 



£ N GL I S H P O E S Y. 125 

Portentous, as the -wrkten- wall, \¥)iteh ftruck, 
O'eronidnight bowls, tbep^roud AflTyrtan pale, 
£re-w4iile- high-Aftfh'd with^ittfolence and- wine ? 
Like that, the dial fpeaks ; -and |>oii)ts to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy banquet up : 
*' O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 
** And,, while it lafts, is emptier than my (hade.** 
Its filent language Aich : nor need'ft thou call 
Thy magi, to.decypher what it-means. 
Know, like. the Median, Fate is in thy waUs : 
Doft afk. How ? Whence ? Bel(hazzar*like, amaz*d ? 
Man's naake inclofes the fure feeds of Death ; 
Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! he thrives 
Qflher jown meal, and then his nurfe devours. 

But here, Lorenzo, the deln^n lies ; ' 
That folarnfliadow/ as it meafures life, > 
It Lifis refemyes too : Life fpeeds away 
From< point to point, tho' feeming to ftand dill. 
The, canning fugitive is fwift by ftealth : 
Too fubtle is the movement to be feen ; 
Vetfoon- man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger ; gnomons, Time ; 
As thefe «re ufelefs when the fun is fet ; 
So thofe, but when more glorious Reafon ihines. 
Reafon fhould judge in all ; in Reafon's eye, * 

That fedentary fhadow travels hard. 
B«t fuch our gravitation to the wrong, ' 
So^rone our hearts to whifper what we wifli, 
*Tis later with the wiftv than he's aware ; 
A Wilmington goes flower than the fun: 

G I And 
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And all mankind iniilake their time of day ; 
£v'n Ageitfelf. Frefli hopes are hourly ibwn 
In farrow'd brows. So gentle Life's defcent. 
We ihut our eye8> and think it is a plain. 
We~take fair days in Winter, for the Spring ; 
And turn our blefllngs into bane. Since oft 
Man mull compute that age he cannot feel. 
He fcarce believes he's older for his years. 
Thus, at Life's lateil ere, we keep in (lore 
One difappointment fure, to crown the reft; 
The difappointment of a promis'd hour. . 

On this, or /imilar, Philander ! thou, 
Whofe mind was moral as the preacher's tongue ; 
And flrong, to wield all fcience, worth the name ; 
How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, 
And ccol'd our paflions by the breezy flream I 
How often thaw'd and fhorten'd Winter's eve. 
By conflidi kind, that ftruck out latent truth, 
Beft found, fo fought ; to the reclufe more coy ! 
Thoughts difentangle, pafiing o'er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread j if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up nonfenfe for a fong; 
Son^, falhionably fruitlefs : fuch as ftains 
The Fancy, and unhallow^ Faflion fires ; 
Chiming her faints to Cytherea'» fane. 
Know'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a Friend contains f 
As bees mix^d Nedlar draw from fragrant flow'rs. 
So men from Friendihip, Wifdom and Delight ; 
Twins ty'd by Nature ; if they 'part, they die. 
Haft thou no Friend to fet thy mind abroach f 

Good 
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Good Senfe will ftagnate. Thoughts Ihat up, want air. 
And fpoily like bales unopened to the Sun. 
Had Thought been all, fweet Speech had been denyM ; 
Speech, Thought's canal! Speech, Thought's cri- 
terion too ! 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold, or drofs ; 
When coin'd in word, we know its real worth. 
If fterling, ilore it for thy future ufc; 
*Twill buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more pofleil : 
Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retain 
The births of Intelled ; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intellediual fire ; 
Speech burniihes our mental magazine ; 
Brightens, for ornament ; and whets, for ufr. 
What numbers, (heath'd in Erudition, He, 
Flung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes. 
And rufted in, who might have borne an edge« 
And play'd a fprightly beam, if born to Speech ; 
If bom hlcft heirs of half their mother's tongue ! 
Tis Thought's exchange, which, like th* alternate 

pufh 
Of waves confli^ng, breaks the learned fcum. 
And defecates the fludent's {landing pool. 
In Contemplation is his proud refource ? 
'Tis poor, as proud, by Converfe unfuflain'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Couiemplation's field | 
Converfe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due reflraint ; and Emulation's fpur 
Gives graceful energy, by. rivals aw'd. 

G4 nrifi 
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*Tis converfe qualifies fbr folitude ; 

As exercife. For falutary reft. 

By that untutor*d. Contemplation r^yes ; 

And Nature's fool by Wifdom's is outdone, 

Wifdom, tho' richer than Peruvian mines. 
And fweeter than the fweet ambrofial hive, 
What is fhe, but the means of Happinefs ? 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a fool j 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendfhip, the means of wifdom, richly gives 
The precious end which makes our wifdom wife» 
Nature, in zeal for human amity. 
Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. 
Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange ; 
Joy flies monopolills j it calls for two ; 
Rich fruit ! heav'n-planted ! neyer pluck'd by one I 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
To focial man true reliih of himfelf. 
Full on ourfelves defcending in a line 
Tieafure's bright beam, is feeble in delight : 
Delight intenfe is taken by rebound; 
Reverberated pleafures fire the breaft. 
Cclcftial happinefs, whene'er ihe floops 
To vifit earth, one flirine the goddefs finds, 
y^nd one alone, to make her fweet amejids 
For abfent Heav'n — the bofom of a Friend ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft. 
Each other's pillow to repofe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit : in Faflion's flame 
Hearts melt ; but melt like ice, foon harder froze. 

Tiue 
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» 
True love ftrikes root in Reafon ; Paffion's foe : 

Virtue alone entenders us for life : 

I wrong her much — entenders us for ever : 

Of Friendfhip's faireft fruits, the fruit moH fair '' 

Is Virtue, kindling at a rival fire. 

And emulonfly rapid in her race. 

O the foft enmity ! endearing ftrife ! 

This carries Frlendlhip to her noon-tide point. 

And gives the rivet of Eternity. 
«F«om Fnendfhip, which outlives my former themes^ 

Glorious furvivor of old Time, and Death ! 

From Friend (hip, thus, that flow'r of heav'nly feed. 

The wife cxtrad Earth's moft hyblean blifs, 

Superior WifHom, crowh'd with fmiling Joy. 
But for whom bloflbms this Elyfian flow'r ? 

Abroad they find, who cherirti it at home. 

Lorenzt) ! pardon wh^t my love extorts,. 

An honeft love, and not afraid to frown. 

Tho' choice of follies fallen on the great, 

None clings more obftin^te, than Fancy fond 

That facred Friendfhip is their eafy prey ; 

Caught by thewaftufe of a golden lure, ^ 

Or fafciliatioft of a high-born fmilc. 

Their fmiles; the great, and the coquet, throw out 

For others hearts, tenacious of their own ; 

And wcno lefs of ours, when fuch the bait. 

Ye Fortune's cofferers !* Ye pow'r s of Wealth ! 

Can gold gain Friendfhip ? Impudence of Hope ! 

As Well mere m^ an angel might beget. 

Love, atfd tiove only, is the loan for Love. 

G J - ^ • Lcjrcnzo! 
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Loreiizo ! Pride reprefs ; nor hope to find 
A Friend, but what has found a Friend in thee ; 
All like the purchafe ; few the price will pay : 
And this makes Friends fuch miracles below. 

What if (fince daring on fo nice a theme) 
I fhcv/ thee Friendfliip delicate, as dear. 
Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Refer vc will wonnd Jt ; and DiKruft, deflroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy Friend. 
But, fince Friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough. 
Nor tv'ry Friend unrotten at the core ; 
Firft, on thy Friend delib'rate with thyfclf ; 
Saufe, ponder, £ft ; not eager in the choice^ 
Nor jealous of the chofen : fixing, Ex ^ 
Judge before Friendihip; then confide till Death* 
Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for thee ; 

« 

Hfow gallant danger for Earth's higheft prizei 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
>** Poor is th^ friendlefs mailer of a world : 

» 

** A world in purchafe for a Friend is gain." 

So fung he (angels hear that angel fing ! 
Angels from Friendihip gather half their joy) 
So fung Philander, as his Friend went round 
In the rich Ichor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous Wit, 
A brow folute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He drank long health, and virtue to his Friend, 
HisFriend, who warmed him more, who more infpir'd. 
Friendihip's the wine of life; but Friendfhip new 
(Not fuch was his) is neither ftrong nor pure. 
Orl for the bright' complexion, cordial warmth^ 
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And elevating fpirit, of a friend. 

For twenty fummers ripening by my fide ; 

All feculence of falfliood long thrown down ; 

All focial virtues rifmg in his foul; 

As cryftal clear ; and fmiling, as they rife ! , 

Here neftar flows ; it fparklcs in our fight ; 

Rich to the talle, and genuine from the heart. 

High-flavour'd blifs for Gods ! on earth how rare ! 

On earth How loft ! — Philander is no more. 

Think'ft thou the theme intoxicates my fongi 
Am I too warm?— -Too warm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much ; but now 1 love him more. 
Lite birds, whofe beauties languifli, half-con ceal'd* 
Till, mounted on the wing, their gloffy plumes 
Expanded, ihlne with azure, green, and gold ; 
How bleffings brighten as they take their flight i 
Hi« 'flight Philander took, his upward flight. 
If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt, 
(That eagle genius !) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew, I, then, had wrote. 
What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear j 
Rivals fcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I muft : it were profane 
To quench' a glory lighted at the Ikies, 
And caft in fliadows his illuftrious clofe. 
Strange ! the theme moft affeding, moft fublime. 
Momentous moft to man, fliould fleep unfung ! 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Paininai or Chriftian ; to the blulh of Wit. 
Man's higheft triumph ! man's profoundeft fall ! 

G 6 The 
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The death-bed of the juft ! Is yet undrawn • • 
By mortal hand ; it merits a divine : 
Angek ihould paint it, angels ever there ; 
There, on a poll of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? But Philander bids ; 
And Giory tempts, Sind Inclination calls ■ 
Yet am I (Iruck ; as iiruck the foul, beneath 
Aerial groves impenetrable gloom ; 
Or, in foi]tie mighty renin's folemn fliade ; ~ 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born duft. 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter*d kings ^ 
Or, at the midnight altar's hallowM flame. 
It is religion to proceed : I pau fe 
And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No : it is his ihrine : 
Behold him, there, juft rifing to a God. 
The chamber where the good man meets his btc. 
Is privileged beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of H^av'n. 

Ply, ye profane ! If not, draw i^ear with awe. 

Receive the bleiling, and adore the ch^ce^ 

That threw in this Bethefda your difeafe ; 

If unreftor'd by this, defpair your cure. 

For, here, refifllefs Demonftration dwells ; 

A death- bed's a detedor of the heart. 

Here tir'd DiilimulatiQn drops her ma^uej^ 

Thro' Life's grimace, that miftrefs of the fcene! 

Here real, and apparent, are the fame. 

You fee the man $ you fee his hold on Heav'n ; 

i£ found his virtue i slb Philan^cr's fo^d, 

Heav'a 



\ 
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Heaven waits not the lafl moment; owns htr friends 
On this fide death, and points them out to men, 
A ledlure fiknt, but of fov'r^ign pow'r ! 
To Vice, confuilon ; and to Virtue, peace. 

Whatever farce the boaftful hero plays. 
Virtue ^onc has majefty in Death ; 
And giieater SiU, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ; he feverely frown'd on thee. 
^* No warning giv'n ! Unceremonious fate ! 
** A fud^en rufli from Life's meridian joys ! 
** A wtench from a]l we love ! from all we are ! 
** A reftlefs bed of Pain ! a plunge opaque 
** Beyop4 conje^ure ! Feeble Nature's dread 1 
** Strong Rpafon's fhudder at the dark upknown t | 
" A Sun extinguiftit ! A juft opejiing gave ! 
** And Oh I the Uft, laft;'what? (jcan words ^liptebf 
** Thought reach it }) the laft—Silence of a Friend !" 
Where are thofe horrors, that amazement, where* 
This hideous group of ills, which iipgly fliock» 
Demand from man ?— -I thought him man till now. 
Thro' Nature's wreck, thro' vanquilht agonies, 
(Like the flars ftruggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace ? 
Where, the frail mortal ? the poor abje^ worm ? 
No, not in Death the mortal to be found. 
His condttdl is a legacy for all. 
Richer than Mammon's for his iingle heir. 
Ijlis ^Qmfqrters he comforts ; great in ruin. 
With unreludiant grandeur gives, not yields 
His foul fublime ; and clofes with his fate. 

How 



134 THE BEAUTIES OF 

How our hearts burnt within us at the fcenel 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fixt to man ! 
His God fudains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brings glory to his God ! 
Man's glory Heav'n vouchsafes to tall'her own. 
We gaze; we weep ; mixt tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement itrikes ! Devotion burfts to liamel 
Chriftians adore, and Infidels believe. 

As fome tall tow'r, or lofty mountain's brow. 
Detains the Sun, illuftfious from its height; 
While riiing vapours, and descending fhades, 
Wifh damps and darknefs drown the ipacious vale ; 
Undampt by Doubt, undarken'd by Defpair^ 
Philander, thus, auguftly rears his head. 
At that black hour, which gen'ral horror iheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng: 
Sweet Peace, and heav'nly Hope, and humble Joy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted foul ; 
Deftru£Uon gild, and crown him for the (kies. 
With incommunicable kftre bright. 



SATIRE 
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SATIRE I. 

Young's Satires were in higher reputation when 
publifhed, than they ftand in at prefent. He 
feems fonder of dazzling than pleaiing; of raifing 
our admiration for his wit, than our diflike of 
the follies he ridicules. 

MY verfe is Satire ; Dorfet* lend your ear. 
And patronize a mufe you cannot fear ; 
To poets facred is a Dprfet'a name. 
Their wonted pafTport thro' the gates of Fame ; 
It bribes the partial reader into praife. 
And throws a glory round the ihelter'd lays; 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee. 
And gives applaufe to B-^e, or to me. 
But you decline the miibrefs we purfue ! 
Others are fond of Fame» but Fame of yon. 
Inftru6iive Satire, true to Virtue's caufei 
Thou fhining fupplement of public laws ! 
When ftatter*d crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our filence and demand our rage; 
lyhen purchased follies from each difbnt land» 
Like arts, improve in Britain's ikilful hand; 
When the law ihews her teeth, but dares not bite. 
And South-fea treafures are not brought to lighjti^ 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claffics qui^ 
FoUcc apoftates bom God's Grace to Wit ; 

When 
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When men grow great from their revenue (pent. 
And fly from bailiiFs into parliament ; 
When dying £nner$, to blot oat their fcore, 
Beqneath the charch the leavings of a whore ; 
To chafe our fpleen when thenKes like thefe increaft; 
Shall Panegyric rei^, and Cenfare ceaie ? 

Shall Poefy» like Law, turn wrong ta right. 
And dedications wafh an ^Bthiop white. 
Set up each fenfelefs wretch for Nature's boaft. 
On whom praife fliines as trophies on a poll ^ 
Shall -Funeral Eloquence her Colours fpread. 
And fcatter rofes im the wealthy dead f 
Shall authors fmile on inch illuftrious days. 
And -fatirize with notiiing— ^but their praife ? 

Why flumbers Pope> who leads the tuneful train. 
Nor hears that Virtue, whidi he loves, complain ? * 
Donne, Dorfet, Dryden, Rochefter, are dead. 
And Guilt's chief foe in Addiibn is fled ; 
Congreve, who, crownM with laurels fairly won. 
Sits fmiling at the goal while others run. 
He will not write ; and (inore provoking ftill !) 
Ye Gods ! he will not write, and Maevius will. 

Doubly diftreft, what author fliall we find 
Difcreetly daring, and feverely kind. 
The cQurtly Roman's fliining path to tread. 
And fharply fmile prevailing Folly dead ? 
Wi]l no fuperior genius fnatch the quill. 
And fare me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 
Thof vain thelbife, I'll ftrive my voice to raife. 
What will not men attempt for facrcrd Praife i 

The 
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The love of FraiCe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
JlQigns, more or lefs, aind glows in ev'ry heart : 
The proudy to gain it, toils *on toils endure ; 
The modeil fhun it, but to make it fore. 
O'er globes and fcepters, now, on thrones it fwells ; 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college-cells. 
'Tis Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads. 
Harangues in ienates, fqaeaks in mafquerades; 
Here, to S— e's humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder, aims at Pulteney's eloquence. 
It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head. 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead ; 
Nor ends with life ; but nods in fable plumes, 
Adorns our herfe, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud f The Pimp is proud to fee 
So many like himfelf in high degree : 
The Whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peeviih Virtue, and the marriage-bed; 
And the brib'd Cuckolds like crown'd yi^ms bortt 
To {laughter, glories in his gilded.horn. 
Some go to, church, proud humbly ^o repent. 
And coxne back much more guilty than they went* . 
One way they look, another way they fleer. 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 
And when their fins they fet fincerely down. 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wifhful eyes on Glory look. 
When they have got their pidure towards, a boQk. 
Or pompous Title, like a gaudy fign 
Meant to betray dull fou to wretched wine* 

If 



138 THE BEAUTIES OF 

If at his Title T had dropt his quill. 

T— might have jafs'd for a great gei&ius ftill ; 
But T— — , alas! (excafe him, if you can) 
Is now a.fcribbler, who was once a man. 

Imperious, (bme, a clafiic Fame demand. 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon>Ioad of meanings for one word. 
While A*s depos'd, and B with pomp reflor'd. 

Some, for Renown, on fcraps of learning dote. 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patch-work learn'd quotations are ally'd ; 
Both ftrive to make our Poverty our Pride. 

On Glafs how witty is a noble peer f 
Did ever diamond coil a man ib dear ? 
Polite difeafes make feme idiots vain. 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 
On death-beds fome in confcious glory lie. 
Since of the doflor in the mode they die ; 
Whofe wond'rous (kill is, headfman-like, to know, 
For better pay to give a furer blow. 

Of Folly, Vice, Difeafe, men proud wc fee ; 
And (flranger ilill) of blockhead's flattery, 
Whofe praife defames ; as if a fool fhould mean, 
By fpitting on your face, to make it clean. 

Nor is't enough all hearts are fwol'n with Pride, 
Her pow'r is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can Ihe not perform ? The love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonfus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning fleep. 
And (ftronger &U1 !) made Alexander weep* 

Nay, 
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Nay, it holds Delia from a fecond bed, 

Tho* her lov'd lord has four half months been dead* 

This paffion with a pimple have I feen 
Retard a caafe, and give a judge the fpleen. 
By this infpir'd (O ! ne'er to be forgot) 
Some lords have learnt to fpell, and fome to knot. 
It makes globofe a fpeaker in the houfe ; 
He hemsy and is deliver'd of his moufe. 
It makes dear felf on well-bred tongues prevail. 
And I the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the love of Fame what throngs pour in> 
Unpeople court, and leave the fenate thin ? 
My growing fubje^ feems but juft begun. 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, great Homer ! with thy Epic rules, . 
To take a catalogue of Britlfh fools. 
Satii'e I had I thy Dorfet's force divine, 
A knave, or fool, (hould perifh in each litie ; 
Tho', for the firft, all Weftminfter ihould plead. 
And, for the laft, all Grefham intercede. 

Begin. Who firft the catalogue (hall grace ? 
To Quality belongs theiiigheft place. 
My lord comes forward ; forward let him come ! 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril give him room ; 
He (lands for Fame on his forefather's feet, 
By heraldry prov'd valiant, or difcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his tyes 
Above the man by three defcents Icfs wife i 
If virtues at his noble hand you crave. 
You bid him raUe his fathers from the grave. 

Men 
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Men fliouI4i>P^$> forward in Fame's glorious chace, 
Koble& l9pk. backward^ .and So lofe the race. 

Let high biith triviDph! W.hatcan be more great F . 
Nothing*-*— - but Merit in a low eilate. 
To Virtue's humbled Ton let none prefer 
Vice, tho* defcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like, figures^ pafs for. high or bafe, 
flighty or important, only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of honeft men, and wife ; 
The fool, or knaye, that wears a title, lies. 

They- that on glorious anceftors inlarge. 
Produce their debt, inHead of their difcharge* 
Dorfet, let thcHfe who proudly boaH their line. 
Like thee, in. worth hereditary, ihine. 

Vain as falfe greatnefs is, the mufe mufl owa 
We want not fools. to buy. that :Brt^l ^oe. 
Mean fons of Earth, who, on a South«Sca tide 
Of £\fll fuccefs, fwam into IWealth and Pridei 
K^Qck with a purfe of gold at Anfiis' gate, 
And beg .to be defcended from. the great. 

Whira.men of infamy to grandeur ibar, 
They light a torch to Ihew their ihame the more. 
Thofe governments which curb not evils, caufe; 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. 

Bel us. with iblid glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no phantom, no vain, empty found. 
But builds himfelf a name ; and^ to be great. 
Sinks in a. quarry an immenfe eftate; 
In cod and grandeur Chandos he'U out-do, 
And,/Baj4iington, thytafieisJiot fo true* 

The 
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The pile is* firiiflitl,' ey*iy toil is paft; 
And full perfedi6n is arfiv'd at laft ; 
When; lol my lord to foin« fmall cornci* i^uns. 
And leaves flatc-rooms to ftiiaiigtfrs and to duns. 

The.mairwiit>'bdUds and wantV ivhei'e\irith to pay 
Pro^des a hdme frdh* ^hith to tnh zw&f. 
In Britain what is many a lordly feat,- 
But a difchargeln full for an eftate / 

In fmallert compafs lies Pygmalion's fame; 
Not domes, but arttick ftatues lare his flame. 
Not F— t— n's felfm<il-e' Parian charms has known; 
Nor iis good Pembidkfe tnore in love with ftone. 
The hailifFs come (radfe^ men, prophanely bold !) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
" No, fm,** he cries, " I'll fooner rot in jail ! 
•* Shall Grecian arts be truckt for Engliih bail ?** 
Such heads might make their very bufto's laugh. 
His daughter ftarves, but Cleopatra's fafe. 
Me» overloaded with a large eftate. 
May fpill their treafure in a nice conceit > 
The rich may be polite ; but oh ! 'tis fad 
To fay you're curious, when we fwear you're mad. 
By your revenue m6kfure your expence. 
And to your fuiids ^n& acres join your ferife ; 
No man is bleft by accident or gu^fs; 
True wifdom is the price of happiriefs : 
Yet few, without long difcipUne> are fagfe. 
And our youth only la/s up fighs for age. 

But how, my muftf, cah'ft thou refufe fo long 
The bright tenq)tatibn of the courtly throng, 

Thy 
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Thy moil inciting theme? The court affords 
Much food for Satire, it abounds in lords. 

** What lords are thofe fainting with a grin?" 
One is jufl out, .and one is lately in. 
** How comes it, then, to pafs, we fee prefide^ 
*' On both their brows, an equal (hare of pii^iei'* 
Pride, that impartial paffion, reigns thro' all. 
Attends our glory, nor deferts our ^1. 
As in its home, it triumphs in high place. 
And frowns a haughty exile in difgrace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white. 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviiht iight ; 
Some lords it bids reiign, and turns their wands. 
Like Mofes', into ferpentsin their hands. 
Thefe Ank, as divers, for renown ! and boaft 
With pride inverted, of their honours loil. 
But againfl Reafon, iiire, 'tis equal fin. 
To boaH of merely being out, or in. 

What numbers, here, thro' odd ambition, ftrive 
To feem the moll tranfported things alive ? 
As if by joy defert was underflood. 
And all the fortunate were wife, or good. 
Hence aching bofoms wear a vifage gay. 
And flifled groans frequent the ball, and play. 
Compleatly drefs'd by Monteuel, and grimace. 
They take their birth-day fuit, and public face; 
Their fmiles are only part of what they wear. 
Put off at night with lady B— — 's hain 
What bodily fatigue is half fo bad ? 
With anxious care they labour to be glad* 

What 
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What numbers, here, woulcl into Fame advance, 
Confcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance ? 
The tavern! park ! aiTembly ! mafk ! and play ! 
nr)iofe dear deftroyers of the tedious day ! 
That wheel of fops ! that Santer of the town ; 
Call it Diverfion, and the pill goes down ; 
Fools grin on fools, and. Stoic-like, fupport» 
Without one figh, the pleafures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wife, and good^ 
But fcorn of pomp, and love of folitude. 
High dations tumults, but not blifs, create; 
None think the great unhappy, but the great ; 
Fools gaze, and envy ; Envy darts a fting,, 
Wliich makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and ftiow ; 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent gods ! with mind ierene. 
And guiltlefs heart, to range the fylvan fcene. 
No fplendid poverty, no fmiling care. 
No well-bred hate, or fervile grandeur there ; 
There pleafmg objefts ufeful thoughts fuggeft. 
The fenfe is raviiht and the foul is bleft ; 
On every thorn delightful Wifdom grows. 
In ev'ry rill a fweet inflrudlion Hows ; 
But fome, untaught, o'erliear the whifp'ring rill. 
In fpite of {acred Leifure blockheads dill ; 
Nor ihoots up Folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foil, the Drawing-room. 

The fquire is proud to fee his courfer firain. 
Ox well-breath'd beagles fweep along the plain. 

Say, 
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Say, dear H!j5p61it08 (whofe drink is ale, 
T/hofe erudition is a Chriilmas-tale,' 
Whofe 'miftrefs is falated with a (mack. 
And friend received with thuinps upon the back) 
When thy fleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound^ 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground. 
Is that thy praile ? Let RingWood's fame alone, 
Juil Ringwood leaves each animal his own. 
Nor enties when 'a gipfy you commit. 
And (hake the clnmfy bench with country wit ; 
When you the diilleft of dull tJiiiigs havefaid. 
And then aft pardon for the jed you made. 

Here breathe, my mufe I and then thy talk renewp 
Ten thouAind fools unfung are ftill in view. 
Fewer lay-athtifts made by church-debates ; 
Fewer great beggars famM for large eftates ; 
Ladies, whofe \ovji is conilant as the wind ; 
Cits, "who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave lords to Scroope difcieetly bend : 
And fewel* fhocks a ftatefman gives his friend* 

Is thertf a man of an eternal vein. 
Who lulls the town in Winter with his flrain. 
At Bath in Summer chants the reigning lafs. 
And fweetly whiftles as the waters pafs ? 
Is ther^ a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup. 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame I 
Such, and fuch only might exhauft mv theme ; 
Nor would thefe heroes of the tafk be glad ; 
For who can write fo fall as men run mad ? 

A PASTORAL 
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PASTORAL BALLAD. 

IN FOUR PARTS. 

Theie ballads of Mr. Shenftone are chiefly com- 
mended for the natural fimplicity of the thoughts, 
and the harmony of the veHificatk}n« However; 
they arenot excellent in either. 

I. ABSENCE. 

L 

YE (hepherds fb chearful and gay, 
Whofe flocks never carele^y roam ; 
Should Corydon's happen to ftray, 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mufe and to figh. 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None, once, was fo watchful as I : 
•—I have leit my dear Phyllis behind* 

11. 

Now I know wJiat it is, to have fbove 
With the torture of doubt and defire ; 

What it is, to admire and to love. 
And to leave her we love and admire* ' 

VoL.IL H Ak 
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^ load forth my flock in the morn. 
And the damps of each ev'ning repell $ 

Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : ^ 

-—I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell* 

ni. 

Since Phyllis vouchfaf *d me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crookjc 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
Ipriz'd every hour that went by. 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before; 
But now they are pafs'd, and I iigh; 

And £ grieve that I priz'd them no more. 

IV. 

But why do I languiih in vain? 

Why wander thus penlively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain. 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear f 
They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown I 
Alas ! where with her I have Uray'd, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

V. 

When forc'i the fair nymph to forego. 
What anguifh I felt at my heart ! 

Yet I thought — but it might not be fo — 
'Twas with p4in that fhe faw me depart. 



She 
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She gaz'dy as I flowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difcern ; . 
So fwectly (he bade me adieu, 

I thought that ihe bade me return^ 

VI. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 

To vifit fome far diftant (hrine. 
If he bear but a reliquc away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owc!^ 
Soft Hope is the relique I bear, 

Aad my folace wherever I ge. 



H 2 U. HO?t 
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n. HOPE. 

I. 

MY banks they are ftirniih'd with bees, 
Whofe murmur invites oae to deep ; 
My grottoes are (haded with tr^es, 

And my hills are white over with iheep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs. 

Such health do my fountains beftow; 
My fountains, all border'd with mofs. 
Where the hare^bells and violets grow, 

II. 

Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 

But a fweet-briar twines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fiihes of gold. 

III. 

One would think (he might like' to retire 
To the bow'r I have labodr'd to rear ; 

Nc^ a (b'rub that I heard h^r admire, 
But I hailed and planted it there. 
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how fudden the jeflamin ftmve ' 
With the lilac to render it g;ay ! 

Already it calls for my love. 
To prune the wild branthes away. 

IV. 

From the plains, from the woodlands, and groves. 

What ftrains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble th«ir loves. 

From thickets of t ofes that blow ! 
And when her bHght form Ihall appear. 

Each bird ihall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear. 

As— —(he may not be fond to refign. 

1 have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear. 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, fhe averr'd. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young ; 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue. 

VI. 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How that pity was due to— —a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold, 
' And fhe calPd it the fiiler of Love. 

H5 But 
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But her wofds fitch a pkafiire coawey. 

So mnch I lier accents adote, 
]>t lirr ipeak, aod, whatmr fhc £17, 

Mttbinkf I Ihoiikl lore lur the mofe* 

vn. 

Can a boibm to gende femam 

UnoMnr'd, wben her Corydon iiglu ? 
Will a nymph that is Ibnd of the plauy 

Theie plains^ and this valley d^iie? 
D^ar regions of £lcn€e and fliade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eale ! 
Where I could hare pkafingly ftray'd. 

If aoghr, in her aUence, could pleale. 

Vffl. 

Bat where does myPhyllida fbay ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ^ 
Are the groves and the valleys as gzy^ 

And the /hepherds as gentle as curs ? 
The groves may, perhaps, be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as £iie ; 
The fwains may in manners compare^ 

But their love is not equal to mine. . 
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in. SOLICITUDE. 

L 

WH Y will you my paffion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve? 
Ere I fliew you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien /he enamours the brave ;l 

With her wit (he engages the free ; 
With her modeky pleafes the grave ; 
She is ev'ry way pleafing to nic» 

m 

you that have been of her train. 
Come and join in my am'rous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain 

That will fing but a fong in her pfaife* 
When he iings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and Hilen the while ; 
Nay, on him let not Phillida frown ; 

——But I^nnot allow her to fmile# 

irC 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, , . • 

O how, with one trivial glance^ 

Might ihe ruin the peace of my luind ! 

H4 , In 
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In ringlets he drefles his hair. 

And his crook is bed added around ; 
And his pipe — ^— ohinay Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found. 

IV. 

'Tis his with mock padion to glow ; 

'Tis his in fmooth tales to unfoid, 
** How her face is as bright as the fnow, 

** And her bofom, be fure, is as coldi 
** How the nightingales labour the drain, 

*• With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
** How they vary their accents in vain, 

" Repine at her triumphs, and die/' 

V. 

To the grove or the garden he ibayig 

And pillages t:¥try fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays. 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 
" O Phyllis," he whifpers, '* more fair, 

** More fweet than thejefTamine's flow*r! 
'< What are pinks, in a morn, to conl^are ? 

" What is eglantine after a fhow'r? 

VI. 

-•* Then the lily no longer is white j 

" Then the rofe is deprived of its bloom ; 

'** Then the violets die with defpight, 
•* And the woodbines give up their perfume.** 

Thus 



V 



ENGLISH POESY. 153 

Thus glide the foft numbers along. 
And he fancies no (hepherd his peer ; 

Yet I never fhould envy the fon^. 
Were not Phyllis to lend it an- ear. 

VII. 

Le^ his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis thfc trophy defpife 5 
Let his forehead with laurels be crovvn'd. 

So they fhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language chat flows from the heart 

Is a ftranger to Paridel's tongue ; ^ 
-Yet may Jhe beware of his art. 

Or fare I mufl envy the fong. 



H 5 IV. D IS- 



T 



154 THE BEAUTIES OF 



•» 
« 



IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 



L 

YE ihcpherds give ear to.my lay. 
And take no more heed of my ihecp 
They have nothing to do but toftray ; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ;. 

She was fair-— —and my paflion begun ;„ 
She fmil'd— — and I could not but love i 
She is faithlefs— — and I am undone.. 



IT. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it w^s plain to forefee. 
That a nymph fo complete would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
.Ah ! love ev'ry hope can infpire : 

It baniflies wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a fmile« 

III. 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure, »* 

Let Reafon inflru2t.you to fhun 

What it cannot inflruft you to cure. 

Beware 
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Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree :- 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair and how fickle they be. 

IV, 

Alas! from the 'day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe. 
Yet .time may diminiih the pain : 

The flow'r, and the (hrub, and. the tree, - 
Which I rear'd for her pleafurc, in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

v.. 

ThCifweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe, , 

The ibiind of a murmuring dream. 
The peace which from folitude flows. 

Henceforth (hall be Corydon^s theme. . 
High iranfports are (hewn to the fight. 

But we are not 10 find^them our own ; 
Fate never beilow'd fuch delight, . 

As I with myThyllis had kiiown*. 

VI. 

ye 'Woods, fpread your branches apace ; 
To your deeped recefibs I fly ; . 

1 would hide with the beads of the chace ; 

I would v^iih from every eye. 

H 6 Yet 
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Yet my reed (hall refound thfo* the grove 
With the fame fad complaint it begun ; 

How (he fmil'd, and I could not but love^ 
Was faithlefs, and I am undone ! 
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PHOEBE. A PASTORAL. 

This, by Dn Byron, is a better effort than the 
preceding. 

I. 

MY tifiie, O ye Mufes ! was happily fpent. 
When Phcebc went ^ith me wherever I went: 
Ten thoufand foft pleafures I felt in my breafl : 
Sure never fond ih«pherd like Colin was bleft. 
But now fl^e is gone, and has left me behind, j 
What a marvellous change, on a fudden, I find f 
When things were as fine as cou'd poilibly be, 
I thought it was Spring ; but» alas I it was, ike. 

The fonntscdn, tha^ wont to run fweetly atong. 
And dance to ibft murmurs the pebbles among, 
Thqu know'K, little Cupid, if Phoebe was there. 
It was pleafure to look at, 'twas mufic to hear. 
But, now (he is absent, I walk by its fide^ 
And, dill as it marmurs, do nothing but chide: 
Mufl you be fo chearfal, whilft I go in pain I 
Feace^ there, with your bubbling, and hear me 
complain. 

IIL 

My dog I was ever well pleafcd to fee 
Come ws^gging his tail to my fair one and me; 

And 
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And Phoebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog faid, 
" Come hither, poor fellow ;" and patted his head^ 
But, now, when he's fawning, I, with a four look. 
Cry, ** Sirrah,*' and give him a blow with my crook: 
And PlI give him another ; for why fhould not Tray 
Be dull as his. mailer, when Phoebe's away? 

m 

Sweet mufic went with us both all the wood'thro%\ 
TFhe Lark, Linnet, TJiroftle, and Nightingale too ; 
Winds over us whifper*d, flocks by us did bleat. 
And chirp went the grafhopper under our feeu 
But now (he is afcrfent, tho' ftUl they fing on. 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone j- 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, . 
Qives every thing elfe its agreeable, found*, 

^ Vv 

Will no pityiflg power that hears me complaiflj 
Or cuje my difquiet, or foften my pain ? 
To be cur'd, thou muft,^ Collin, thy paffioiv'"*"*^^* • ' 
But what fwain is fo filly to live without love ? 
No, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return ; 
For ne'er was poor ihepherd fo fadly forlorn. 
Ah ! what fhall I do ? I fhall die with defpair : 
Take heed, all ye fwains, how you love one fo fair*. . 
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SONG. 

Ttis, by Mr. Rowe, is better than any tting of the 

kind in Qur language^ 

DESPAIRING befide a clear flream,, 
A ihepherd forfaken was laid; 
And, while a falfe nymph was his.thiune>. 

A willow fuppoited his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain» 

To hisiighs with a figh did reply; 
^S^nd the brook, in return to his pain,^ 
Ran mpuoifally nmrmuring by. 



ft, 

Alas ! filly fwain th^t I was ; 

(Thus fadly complaining he cry'd)> 
When firft I beheld that fair face, 

*Twere better by far I had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I blefs'd her dear tongue ;. 

When (he fmii'd, it was pleafure too great.; 
riiften^,. and cry'dL when fhe fung» 

Was> nightingale ever fo fweet.!. 

in;. 

How fbolifli was*I to believe 

She could doat on fo lowly a clowO). 

Or that her fond, heart would not grieve* 
To fotfa^e the fine folk of the town; 
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To think that a beauty fo gay. 

So kvnd and fo conftant would prove ; 
Or go clad like our maidens in grey, ' 

Or live la a cottage on love? 

IV- 

What though I have (kill t6 complain. 

Though the Mufes my temples have crownM ,* 

What tho', when they hear my foft ftrain«, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 

Ah, CoJin ! thy hopes are in vain. 

Thy pipe and thy laurel refign, * 
Thy fair one inclines to a fwain, 
Whofe mufic is fweeter than thine. . 

V. 

All you, my companions fo dear. 
Who forrow to fee me betray'd. 
Whatever I fuffcr, forbear. 

Forbear to accufe the falfe maid. 
Tho' thro' the wide world I ftould range, 
'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; ' 
'Twas her's to be falle and to change/ 
'Tis mine to be conftaftt and die, 

VI. 
If, whiJ« my hard fate I fui!ain. ^ 

In her breaft any pity is found. 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain. 

And fee me laid low in the ground ; 

The I 
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The la£t humble boon that I crave. 
Is to (hade me with cyprefs and yew ; ^ 

And when fhe looks down on my grave. 
Let her own that her ihepherd was true. 

VII. 

Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden arrays , 

Be finefl at ev^ry fine ihow» 

And frolic it all the long day: 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 

No more fhall be talk'd of or ken, 
Unlefs when, beneath the pale moon» 

His ghoft fball glide over the green. 
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This work, by the duke of Buckingham, is en- 
rolled among our great Englifh produdlions. The 
precepts are fenfible, the poetry not indifferent^ 
but it has been praifed more than it deferves. 

OF all thofe arts in which the wife excel. 
Nature's chief mafler-piece is writing well : 
No writing lifts exalted man fo high. 
As facred and foul-moving poefy ; 
No kind of .work requires fo nice a touch ; 
And, if well iinifh'd, nothing fhines fo much. 
But Heav'n forbid we fliould be fo profane. 
To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 
*Tis not a iiafh of fancy, which, fometimes, 
^Dazzling our minds, fets oiFthe flighted rhimes ; 
Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done : 
True wit is evcrlafUng, like the fnn. 
Which, tho* fometimes beliind a cloud retir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 
Number and rhime, and that h^rmonibus found. 
Which not the niceft ear with harfhnefs wound. 

Arc 
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Are neceiTary, yetisut vulgar arts ; 

And all in vain thefe fufMerficial parts ' 

Contribute to the ftrudure of the whole. 

Without a gejilus too ; for that's the <bul : 

A fpirit which infpires the work throughout. 

As that of nature moves thfe world about ; 

A Hame that glcuvs amidfl conceptions fit; 

Ev'n (bmething of diviiie, and liiore fhAn wit f 

Itfelf unfecn, yet all thing*! by it ihown, 

Defcnbing all in€n» but d«/€rlb'd by Hon^. ^ 

Where doft thou dwell ? Wlmt caverns of the bmtt 

Can fuch a vail and mighty thing €<»ntain i 

Whep I, at vacant hoiirs^ in vitin thy abfeiMe janoofn^ 

Oh ! where dofl thou retire ? and why doflthou return. 

Sometimes with powerful charms to hurry me away. 

From pleaiur^s of the flight, and bus'nefs of the day ) 

Ev'n now, too far tranfported, I am faia 

To check thy coatfe^ and ufe the needful rein* 

As all is duinefs, when the fancy's bad ; 

So, without judgment, fancy is but mad : 

And judgment has a boundlefs influence. 

Not only in the choiee of words, or fenfe, 

But on the world, on manners, and on men ; 

Fancy is but the feather of the pen ; 

Reafon is that fubdantial, uiieful part. 

Which gains the head, while t'other wins the heart. 

Here I (hall all the various forts of verfe. 

And the whole art of poetry rehearfe; 

But who that talk would after Horace do ? 

The beft of mafters, and examples too I \ 

Echoes 
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Echoes at li^ft, jjl w« can fay i^ vain; 
Dull the defigA» and fruitle^ were the pain. 
'Tls true, the suicieots W0 m^y rob with eaft; 
But who with ihf^t meaa ftift himfisif can pleafe* 
Wichout^ao ^Q«Mr'8 prid« ? A player's art 
Is above his who writes a borrowed part. 
Yet moderfi laws are made for later faulu^ 
And new ahfurdities infjpjre XV9W thoughts; 
What n^ has Satire» then, to live on thefr^ 
When fo mueh frpSk occafion ftil] is left? 
Fertile our .foil» and lull of ranked weeds, 
^And monft^rs worfe than erer Nilus breeds. 
But hold, the fools fliftU have no caufe to fear; 
*Ti8 wit and fenfe that is the.ftibje£t here : 
Defeds of witty men delerve a cure. 
And thofe who are fb, will ev'n this endure. 

Firfl, then, of Songs, whiph now Co much abound. 
Without his (ong no fop is to be found ; 
A mod offeniive weapon, which he^rawa 
On all he meets, againii Apollo*s laws* 
Tho' nQthlng feems more eafy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer art; 
For as in rows of richeft pearl there lies 
Many a blemiih that efcape onr eyes. 
The leaO: of which defeats is plainly fhowa 
In one fmall ring, and brings the value down : 
So Soogs fhould be to ju& perfedion brought; 
Yet where ca^ one be feen without a fault / 
Exadi propriety of words and thought ; 
Expreflion eafy> and the fancy high ; 
Yet that not feem to creep, nor this to fly ; 
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No words tranfposMy but in fuch order all. 

As wrought with care, yet feem by chancO'to fall ? 

Here, as in all things elfe, is moft unfit. 

Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit ; 

Such nauftous fongs by a late author made» 

Call an unwilling cenfure on his ihade* 

Not that warm thoughts of the tranlporting joy 

Gem fliock the chz&c&, or the niceft cloy ; 

But words obfcene, too grofs to move defire. 

Like heaps of fuel, only choak the fire. 

On other themes he well deferves our praife ; 

But palls that appetite he meant to raife. 

Next, Elegy, of fweet, but folemn voice. 
And of a fnbje£t grave, exsL&s the choice ; 
The praiie of beauty, valour, wit contains ; 
And there too oft defpairing love complains : 
In vain, alas ! for who by wit is mov'd ? 
That Phcenix-fhe deferves to be belov'd ; . 
But noify nonfenfe, and fuch fops as vex 
Mankind, take moft with that fantaflic fex. 
This to the praife of thole who better knew t 
The many raife the value of the few. 
But here (as all our fex too oft have try'd) 
Women have drawn my wandering thoughts afide. 
Their greateft fault, who in this kind have writ, 
Is not defeat in words, or want of wit ; 
But ihould this mufe harmonious numbers yield. 
And ev'ry couplet be with fancy fiil'd ; 
If yet a jufl cpherence be not made 
Between each thought, and the whole model laid 
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So right, that cv'ry line may higher rife. 

Like goodly mountains, till they reach the ikies ; 

Such trifles may, perhaps, of late, have pafs'd, 

I And may be lik'd awhile, but never laft : 

*Tis .epigram, 'tis point, 'tis what you will, <% 
But not an Elegy, nor writ with ikill, i. 

No Panegyric, nor a Cooper's Hill. J 

A higher flight, and of a happier force. 
Are Odes : the Mufes' moil unruly horfe. 
That bounds fo fierce^ the rider has no reil. 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poiTefs'd* 
The poet, here, mufi: be, indeed, ini^ir'd. 
With fury too, as well as fancy fir'd. 
Cow}ey might boail to have perfbrm'd this part. 
Had he with nature join'd the rules, of art ; 

\ But, ibmetimes, di6tion mean, or verfe ill-wrought. 

Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame of thought. 
Tho' all appear in heat and fury done. 
The language flill muil foft and eafy run« 
Thefe laws may found a little too fevere ; 
But judgment yields and fancy governs here. 
Which, tho' extravagant, this mufe allows. 
And makes the work much eafier than itlhows. 

Of all the ways that wifeil men could And 
To mend the age, and mortify mankind. 
Satire well-writ has moft fuccefsful prov'd. 
And cures, becaufe the remedy is lov'd; 
'Tis hard to write on fuch a fubje^ n^ore. 
Without repeadng things faid oft before : 
Some vulgar errors only we'll remove, 
Tiifi &W a beauty which we fo much love« 
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Of chofen words ibise take sot care enoiigh* 
' And think they ihould be» a; the fubje^l, rough ; 
This poem muft be more cxaikly made» 
And fharpefl: thoughts in fmootheft words oonvey'd* 
Some think, if iharp enough, they cannot fail. 
As if their only bus'neft was to raU : 
But human frailty nicely to unfold, 
Diflinguiihes a fatyr from a fcold* 
Rage you moft hide, and prejudice lay down ; 
A fatyr's iinile is Iharper than his frown ; 
So, while yon feem to flight fome rival yontbf 
Malice itfelf may pais ibmetimes for truth. 
The Laureat, here, may juflly claim oar praiie, 
Crown'd by Mack-Fleckno with immortal bays ; 
Yet once his Pegafus has borne dead weight. 
Rid by fome lumpiih minifter of ftate. 

Here reH:, my Mufe, fufpend thy cares awhilet 
A more important tafk attends thy toil. 
As fome young eagle, that defigns to fly 
A long unwonted jourhey through the iky. 
Weighs all the dang'rous enterprise before, ' 
O'er what wide lands and feas flie is to foar. 
Doubts her own ftrength fo far, and juftly feara 
That lofty road of airy travellers ; 
But yet, incited by fome bold defign. 
That does her hopes beyond her fears incline, 
Prunes ev'ry feather, views herfelf with care» 
At laft refolv'd, ihe cleaves the yielding air; 
Away ihe flies, fo ih-ong, fo high, fo faft. 
She leiTens to us, and is loft at laft : 
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So (tho' too weak for fuch a weighty thing) 
The mufe inipires a iharper note to fing. 
And why fhould truth offend, when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold ? 
On then, my Mufe, advent'roufly engage 
To give inftrudions that concern the Stage, 

The unities of adion, time, and place. 
Which, if obferv'd, give plays fo great a grace, , 
Are, tho' but little pradis'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the prefent age, * 
Lefs obvious errors of the Englifh ftage. 

Firft then. Soliloquies had need be few. 
Extremely fhort, and fpoke in paflion too. 
Our lovers talking to themftlves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant ; 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They trull a friend, only to tell it us ,: 
Th' occafion ihould as naturally fall. 
As when Bellario confeffes all. 

Figures of fpeech, which poets think ^o fitte, 
(Art's needlefs varnifh to make nature fhine) " 

Are ail but paint upon a beauteous face. 
And in defcrlptions only claim a place ; 
But, to make rage declaim^, and grief difcourfe, < 
From lovers in defpair fine things to force, 
Muft needs fucceed : for who can choofe but pity 
A dyi«g hero, miferably witty ? 
But oh ! the Dialogues, wher^je.1 and mock 
Is held up like a reA at fhittle-cock & 

Vol. n, I Or 
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Or elfcy like bells eternally they chime. 
They figh in Simile, and die in Rhime. 
What things are thefe who would be poets thought^ 
By nature not infpir'd, nor learning taught ? 
Scmte wit they have, and therefore they deferve 
A better coiNrie tlian this, by which they ftarve : 
Bat to write plays! why, 'tis a bold pretence 
To jtitgeinent, breeding, wit, and eloquence ; 
Nay more; for they muft look within, to find 
Thofe fecrct turns of nature in the mind : 
Without this part, in vain would be the whole^ 
And but a body aH, without a foul. 
All this united, yet but makes a part 
Of Dialogue, that great and powerful art, 
Now almoft loft, whidi the old Grecians knew, 
From whom the Romans fainter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended fince, but by a few. 
Plato and Ludan are the beft remains 
Of all the wonders. which this art contains ; 
Yet to OttVfelves we jnftice muil allow, 
Shakefpeare and Fletcher are the wonders now : 
Confides them^ and read then o'er and o'er; 
Oo fee them play'd ; then read them as before ; 
Por tho' in many things they grofsFy fail. 
Over «ur paffions ftill they lb preyail» 
That our own grief by their's is rock'd afleep ; 
The dull are fi>rc'^ to ieel, the wile to weep. 
Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults ; 
Firft, on a plot empk)y thy careful thoughts s 
Turn it, with time, a thoufand feveral ways $ 
Thisoftj alone, has giv'jr fuccefi to plays. 
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Itejed iliat vulgar entnr (whkh appears 
$0 fair) of making perfect ch^^dters ; 
There's no (kch tkiag ia nature ; ani you'll draw 
A faultlefs monfter vvkich the world iie*er faw^ 
Some faults mad be, that his misfortunes drew. 
But fuch as may deferve coinpaffion too. ' 
Beildes the main deiign composed with art, 
Each moving fcene muft be a plot apart ; 
Contrive each little turn, mark ev'ry pkce. 
As painters fird chalk out the future face : 
Yet be not fondly your own flave fbr^his> 
But change hereafter what appears aaiifs* 

Think notfo much where fhining thoughts to pVace» 
As what a man would fay in fuch a cafe: 
Neither in comedy will this fuffice. 
The player too muft be before your eyes ; 
Andf tho' 'tis drudgery to iloop fo low. 
To hin yon muft your fecret meaning: ihow« 

Expofe BO iingle fop, but lay the load 
iAoiPe equally, and fpread the folly broei ; 
Mere coxcombs are too obvious ; oft we fee 
A foot derided by as bad^ as he : 
Hawks fly -at nobler game ; in this low way> 
A very^ owl aiay prove a bird of prey. 
Small poets thns will one poor fop devoiiry 
But to celled, like boes, from ev'ry flower, 
tngfedtents fo conpoie that precious jnite. 
Which ferves the world for pleafure and for ufe, 
In ipite of fa^on this would fiivour get^ 
^ut FidAaff Hands inimitaUe yet. 

I a Another 
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Another f|ult which often may befall. 
Is, when the wit of fome great poet ftiall 
So pverflow, that is, be none at all ; 
That ev'n his fools fpeak fenfe, as if poflell. 
And each by infpiration breaks his jell. 
If once the jufmefs of each part be loft, 
Well we may laugh, but at the pbet's cod. 
That filly thing men call fheer-wk avoid. 
With which our age fo n^ufeoufly is cloy'd ; 
Humour is all ; wit fliould be only brought 
To turn agreeably feme proper thtjught. 

But fince the poets we of late have known. 
Shine in no drefs fo mucli as in their own. 
The better by example to convince, 
Cail but a view on this wrong fide of ft,n&, 

Firft, a Soliloquy is calmly made. 
Where ev'ry reafon is exa<5tly weighed; 
Which once perform'^, moll opportunely comes 
Some hero frighted at the noife of drums y 
For her fweet fakcf, whom at firft fight he loves. 
And all in metaphor his pafTion proves : 
But fome fad accident, tho' yet unknown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the fwain alone ; 
He flrait grows jealous, tho' we know /lot why; 
Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die : 
But firfl he makes a fpeech, wherein he tells 
The abfent nymph how much his flame excels^; 
And yet bequeaths her generoufly now. 
To that lov'd rival whom he does not know! 
Who Urait appears j but who can fate withftand i 
- Too late, alas ! to hold hk haily hand. 
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That juft has giv'h himfelf the cruel ilroke! 

At which his very rivars heart is broke : 

He, more to his new friend than miftrefs kind, 

Moll fadly moi^rns at being left behind. 

Of fuch a death prefers the pleafing charms 

To love, and living in a lady*s arms. 

What (hameful and what monilrous things are thefe ? 

And then they rail at thofe they cannot pleafe ; 

Conclude us only paKial to the dead. 

And grudge the fign of old Ren }ohnfon's head ; 

When the intrinfic value of the ilage 

Can fcarce be judg'd but by a following age : 

For dances, fl utes, Italian fongs, and rhime. 

May keep up finking nonfenfc for a time ; 

But that mud fail, which now fo much o'er-rules> 

And fenfe no longer will fubmit to fools. 

By painful ileps at laft we labour up 
Parnaflus' hil!> on whofe bright airy tap. 
The Epick poets fo divinely fhow. 
And with juft pride behold the reft below. 
Heroic poems have a juft pretence ^ 

To be the utmbft ftretch of human fenfe ; 
A work of fuch ineftimable worth. 
There are but two the world haa yet brought forth ! 
Homer and Virgil ! with what' facred awe, 
Do thofe mere founds the wofM's attention draw ! 
Juft as a changeling feems below the reft 
Of men, or rather is a- two-legg'd beaft ;. 
So thefe gigantic fouls amaz'd we find 
As much above the reft of human kind I. 

1 3 NatureV 
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Natase'$ whole ftnagth united ! ttHUeTs fame^ 
'And univerfal ihouts attend thcif naaie ! 
Read Homer once, and yon can read no more ; 
For all books elfe appear fo mean,^ io poor, 
VerCe will feem profe ; bat ftiU perfift to read. 
And Homer will be all the books yon need. 
Had Bofln never writ» the world had ftill. 
Like Indians^ view'd this wond^rons piece of flull^ 
As ibmcthing of divine, the work admir'd ; 
Not hop'd to be inib:aded» . but iaipir'd : 
But he, difclofing facred myflerieiSy 
Has fiiewn where all the mighty magic lies ; 
Defcrib'd the feeds, and in what order ibwn> 
That have to inch a vaft proportion grown* 
Sure, from fome angel he the iecret knew» 
Who thro* this labyrinth has lent the dne ! 
Snt what, alas ! avails it poor mankind. 
To fee this piomjs'd land, yet A^y behind ? 
The way is (hewn, but who has ftrength to go I 
Who can all iciences profoundly know i 
Whofe fancy files beyond weak reaibn's fight. 
And yet has judgment to £red it right ^ 
Whofe jull difcernment, Virgil-like, is fttch. 
Never to fay too litt]e, or too tnnch ? 
Let fuch a man begin without delay ; 
'Bnt he muil do beyond what I can fay ! 
Muft above TaiTo's lofty flights prevail, 
Succeed where Spencer, ai.d ev*n Milton faiL 

CADENUS 
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CADENUS AND VANESSA. 

This is thought one of Dr. Swift's corrcacft pieces ; 
its chief merit, indeed, is the elegant eafc with 
which a ftory, but ill conceived in itfelf, is told. 

TH E fliephcrds and the nymphs were foen 
Pleading before the Cyprian queen* ' . 
The council for the fair began, 
Accufing the falfe creature Man. 
The brief with weighty crimes was chargM» 
On which the pleader much enlarged j 
That Cupid mow has loft his art, 
Of blunu the point of tv^ty dart j — • 
His altar now no longer (in<^es» 
His mother's aid no youth invokes : 
This tempts free-thinkers to refine, 
And bring in doubt their powVs divine » 
Now love is dwindled to intrigue. 
And marriage grown a money-league. 
Which crimes aforefaid (with her leave) 
Were (as he humbly did conceive) 
Againil our fovereign lady's peace,^ 
Againft the flatute in that cafe» 
Againft her dignity and crown : 
Then pray'd an anfwer, and fat down. 

The nymphs with fcorji beheld their fbes>. 
When the defendant's council rofe, 

I4 J^^r 
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And, what no lawyer ever lack'd, 

With impudence own'd all the fa-d ; 

But, what the gentlell heart would vex> 

Laid all the fault on t'oiher fex. 

That modern love is no fuch thing, 

^s what thofe ancient poets fing; 

A fire celeflial, chafte, refined, 

Conceiv'd and kindled in the mind. 

Which, having found an equal flame^ 

Unites, and both become the fame. 

In diiF'rent brealls together burn> 

Together both to aflies turn : 

But women now feel no fuch firc^. 

And only know the gro's defire. 

Their paffions move in lowe r ^phtre», 

Where-c'er caprice or folly ftccrs. 

A dog, a parrot, or an ape. 

Or fome worfe brute in human ibape, 

Engrofs the fancies of the fair,. 

The few foft moments they can fpare 

From vifits to receive and pay, 

-From fcandal> politics, and play, . 

From fans, and flounces, and brocades,. "^ 

From equipage and park-parades. 

From all the thoufand female toys. 

From evVy trifle that employs 

The out or infide of their heads 

Between their toylets and their beds. 

In a dull ilream, which moving flow,^ 
You hardly fee the current flow,. 
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W2, imall breeze obftrufts the courfe, 

R whirls about for want of force. 

And i*-its narrow circle gathers 

Kothing but chaff, and llraws, and feathers ;; 

The current of a female mind 

Stops thus, and turns with ev'ry wind ; 

Thus whirling roi^nrd, together draws 

Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and draws*. " 

Hence we conclude, no women's hearts 

Are won by virtue, wit, and parts ; 

Nor are the men of fenfe to blame. 

For breafts incapable of flame : 

The fault muft on the nymphs be plac'd>. 

Grown fo corrupted in their tafte. 

The pleader, having fpoke his beft,. 
Had witnefs ready to atteft. 
Who fairly could on oath depofe. 
When queftions on the fa6l arofe. 
That ey'ry article was true ; 
Nor further thofe deponents knew : 
Therefore he humbly would inM, 
The bill might be with' cofts difm ill:. 

The caufe appeared of Co much weightj^^' 
That Venus, from her judgment-fekt, 
Defir'd them not to talk fo loud,' 
lUfe fhe muft interpof^ a cloud : 
For, if the heav'nly folk ihould know 
Thefe pleadings in the court below, . 
That mortals here difdain to love. 
She ne'er could ihew her face above j^ 

1 5 Enrr 
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For Gods, their betters, are too wife 
To value that which men defj^He. 
And then'^ faid fiie» my Ton and I » 

Maft ftrole in air 'twlxt earth and ficy ; 
Or elk, fiiut oat from heav'n and earth. 
Fly to the iea> my place of birth ; 
There liye with daggled mermaids pent. 
And keep on filh perpetnal lent. 
But, fince the cafe appear'd §6 nice. 
She thought it beft to take advice. 
The^Mufes, by their king's permiffion. 
Though foes to love> attend the ieflion. 
And on the right hand took their places 
In order ; on the left> the Graces : 
To whom fbe «aight her doubts j^rofok 
On all emergencies that rofe. 
The Mnfes oft were feen to frown ; 
The Graces, half-aihaa'dy lookMdown; 
And 'twas obferv'd» there were but bw 
Of either fex among the crew» 
Whom ihe or her afTeflbrs knew. 
The goddefs foon began to fee. 
Things were not ripe for a decree. 
And faid ihe muft confult her books. 
The Lovers' Fletas, Bra^oni, Cooks.. 
Firft to a dapper clerk fte beckon'd 
To turn to Ovid, book the fecondf 
She then referred them to a placft 
In Virgil (vide Dido's cafe) j 
As for Tibullus't reports. 
They never pafs'd for law in courts: 
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For Cowley's briefs, and pleas of Waller* 
6till their aathority was (inaller. 

There was on both fides much to fay v 
She'd hear the caufe another day ; 
And to fttt did, and thien a third ; 
She heard it— ihere (he kept her word : 
But with ftjoinders^ aiid replies, -> 
liOng bills, and anfw^rs ftuiF'd with lies^ . 
Demur, imparlance, aadefibign, 
^he parties ne'er ooidd ifiue join t 
For £xteen7€art the canie was fpun^ 
And then ftood where it firft begun. 

Now, gentle Clio, fing or fay. 
What YenuB meant If this delay; 
The goddefi, ^ock perplex'd in 9|iad» 
To fee her eapire dins decUn'd» 
When £rft this grand debatr arofey 
Above her wiidoai: to compofer 
Conceiv'd a projeft in her head 
To work her ends ; whichy if it ^ie^ 
Wou'd ihew the meritf of the caufir 
Far better than confolting lawe* 

In a* glad l»ae Lneita'a |dd 
Pfodoc'd on earth a wond'roos nud^ 
On i^om the qneea ci love was heti^ 
To try a new ei^erimei^ 
She threw her law-books on- the flielfr 
And thas debated Y»th.herfelf: 

'^ Since meaalle^ge, they ne'er can- find^ 
Thofe beaatierin a female mind^. 

16 Whiolr 
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Which raife a flame, that will endure 
For ever uncorrupt and pure ;• 
If- 'tis with reafon they complain^. 
This inftant fhall reilore my reign 4. 
1*11 fearch where ev'ry virtue dwclls^^ 
From courts inclufive down to cells ;• 
What preachers talk, or fages write;: 
Thefe I will gather and unite. 
And reprefent them to mankind 
CoUeded in that infant's mind.*' 

This faid, Ihe plucks in heav'n's high bow'ta. 
A fprig of amaranthine flow'rs. 
In nedar thrice infufes-bays> 
Three times refin'd in Titan's rays ;- 
Then calls the Graces to her aid, 
Ai^d fprinkles thrice the new-boVn maid : 
From whence the tender &in afiumes * 
A fweetnefs above all perfumes : 
From whence a cleanlinefs remains. 
Incapable of outward ftains ; 
From whence that decency of mind^ 
So lovely in the female kind ; 
Where not one carelefe thought intrudes^ , 
Lefs modeft than the fpeech of prudes ; 
Where never blufti was call'd in aid^ 
That fpurious virtue in a maid, 
A virtue but at fecond-hand ; 
They blufh, becaufe they underftand. 

The Graces next \Vould aA their part^ 
And ihew'cP but little of their art ; 



Their 
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Their work was half already done^ 
The child with. native beaoty ihone ;^ 
The outward- form no help requir'd :-, 
Each^ breathing on her thrice, infpir'd. 
That gentle, foft, engaging air. 
Which in old times adorn'd the fair : 
And faid, ** VaneiTa be the name. 
By vvhich you (hall be known to fam^ ; 
VaneiTa, by the gods enrolPd : 
Her name, on earth — ihall not be told.!' 

■ 

But flill the work was not compleat» 
When Venus thought on a deceit.:. 
Drawn by her doves, away fhe flies,^ 
And finds out Pallas in the ikies : 
'< Dear Pallas, I have been this morn. 
To fee a lovely infant born ;. 
A. boy in yonder ifle below. 
So like my own without his bow. 
By beauty could your heart be wob^« 
You'd (wear it is Apollo's fon : 
But it ihall ne'er be faid a.child. 
, So hopeful has by me. been fpoil'd j 
I have enough beiides to fpare, 
And give him wholly t9 your care.** 
Wifdpm's above fufpefting. wiles : . 
The queen of learning gravely fmiles, . 
Down from Olympus comes with joy, ^ ^ 
MiAakes Vanefla for a. boy ^, 
Then fows within her tender mind. 
Seeds long unknown to womankind^ 

* For 
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For manly bofisms ckieHy fit; 
Tlic feeds of knowledge, judgment, Mt r 
Her ibttl was fuddenfy endsM 
With jttftice, truth, and fi>ptitiide; 
With honour^ whieh no bteath can ^aa»^ 
Which malice muft attack in vain ; 
With open heart and fconiiteoin htad^ 
Bnt Pallas here was at a ftand ; 
She knew in our degen^irate days 
Bare virtue ceiiU net Im on praife ; 
That meat nmft he wkk money bought t 
She therefore, upon iecond thought, 
Xnfus'd, yet as k were by fleald^ 
Some finall regard Ibr ftate and wealth $: 
Of which^ as file grew up> there flay'4 
A tindure in the prudent mud t 
She managed her ellabt wkk oh^ 
Yet lik*d dttee fbotmm to hes ebaff. 
But, left he ikouM neglea her ftudies^ 
Like a youag heir,^ the tkrafty godde& 
(For fear young mafter fhoukl be fpoird> 
Would ufe him Hke a younger chiki"! 
And, after tong computing, found 
'Twould come toiirfl fiv« thoufand pound. 
The queen of lore was pleas'd, and proud^^^ 
To fee Vanef& thus endow'di; 
She doubted not but fnch a dame 
Through ev*ry breaft would dart a flame :• 
That ev'ry rich and lordly fwaia 
With pride would dng about her chain i^ 



That 
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That fcholars would dcTert their faoOiu 
To iludy bright Vanefia's looks ; 
As &e advanc'd^ that iwntil h in d 
Would by her model form their tamd^ 
And all their coadoa would he ttf^d 
By her» as an unerring gnide; 
OiFending daughters oh would hear 
Vanefla's praife rung in ifaeir ear : 
Mifs Betty» when flie does a la»k^ 
Lets £di a knife, or ^blheialt,. 
WU 1 thus be by her mother chid, 
*« nris what Vattefia nerer did.»» 
Thus by the oymphs and fiwatiia ador'd^ 
My pow'r iuill be apm roftor'd^ 
And happy loMvt bioft my rei g n — 
So Venus ho^d, but hopM m ▼»», 

For when, in time, tbeaMtftial nMi3 
Found out the odck that.VewM pbiy*d» 
She (hakes her helm, flie luuia her browe^ 
And, fir'd widi ind^;AatioB, vowif. 
To-morrow, e're the felling tei,^ 
SheM all unda dut ihe had done» 

But in the popts yto wmff find^ 
A wholefome law time out c£ taimi 
Had been confiimM by &te's decree*. 
That gods, of whatlbe^er degree,. 
Refume not what themlelvtt have giv*a^ 
Or any brother-god in hear'a; 
Which keeps the peace among: the godir 
C^ they muft always be at odds ; / 

And 
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And Pallas, if flie: broke the laws,. . 

Maft yield her foe the flronger caoie ;: 

A (hame to one fo^^oRichnador'd . 

yor wifdom, at Joy«*» council-board. 

Befidcs, ihe fcar'd the queen of 4ove 

Would meet with better friends above... 

And though flie mud with grief refle^: 

To fee a mortal virginu.deck'd. . 

With graces hitherto unknown 

To female breafts, except her own ;, . 

Yet ihe would ad as beft' became 

A goddefs of unfpotted fame*. 

She knew,, by augury divine,- 

Venus would fail in her deiign : 

She fludy'd well ^e point, and.ibnnd^. 

Her foe'^ conclu&)^ were not found,. 

j^rom premifTes erroneous brought* 

And therefore, the ded union's jiooglit,;. 

And muA have contrary efieds, 

To what her txeach-rous foe expefts..- 

In proper feafon Pall as meets 

The queen of loye, whom thus flie greets,. - 

(For gods, we are. by Homer told, 

Can in celeAial language fcold) 

** Perfidious goddefs ! but ia vaiit 

You form'd this project in your brain ; . 

A projeft /or thy talents fit. 

With much deceit, . and little wit. 

Thou hail, as thou ihalt:quickly fee,^, 

Deceiv'd thyfelf, inilead.of me:. ^^ 

3 
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For how can «heav*nly wifdoni. prove '= 

An inftrument to earthly love ? 

Know'il thou not yet, that men commence- 

Thy votaries for want of fenfe ? 

Nor flball Vanefia be the theme * 

To manage thy abortive fcheme:'. 

She'll prove the grcatcft of thy foes ; 

And yet 1 fcorn to interpofe. 

But ufmg neither fkill, nor force,. 

Leave all things. to their nat'ral courfe.'* * 

The goddefs thus pronouoc'd her doom;^ 
When, lo ! Vanefla in her bloom 
Advanced, like Atalanta's ilar. 
But rarely feen, and fcen from far; . 
In a new world with caution ftept, ^ 
Watch'd all the company fhe kept, [ 
Well knowing, from the books 0ie read. 
What dangerous path's young virgins tread i 
Would feldom at the park appear. 
Nor faw the playhoufe twice a year ; 
Yet, not incurious, was inclined 
To know the converfe of mankind. 

Firft iflu'd from perfumers &op& 
A croud of faihionable fops : 
They a&'d her, haw Ihe lik'd the play ^ 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 
A duel fought laft night at two. 
About a lady — You know who ; 
MSfition'd a new Italian, coow 
Either from Mufcovy iu:JR.ome,; , 

Gave: 
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Gmve Unts f^ mho mi who's togetker : 
Then fell to talkiag of the weathers 
Laft Aigiit ««« ]b extremely fijie. 
The ladies walkM till after nine. 
Then in foft voice, mmd fpeech abibf^ 
With nonfenfe tv'ry lecend woid. 
With fofiian from exfMed pta^t^ 
They celebrate her beavty's pmife | 
Run o'er their caat of fhipid lyes. 
And teil the murders of her eyes. 

With fifent kmn Vaneib fet. 
Scarce lif ning to their idle chat ; 
Fordier than fometimes with a frown. 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laft Ihe Q>itefHlly was bent 
To try their wifilom's fnll extent | 
And faid, fte ?aln*d nothing kfi 
Than titlef» fignre, ftnpe, and drefs j 
That merit IhooM he chiefly plac'd 
fii judgment^ knowledge, wit, and tafie i 
And theft, ihe olFer'd to difpoto^ 
Afene diftingttiih'd man from brute : 
That pre&nt times have no pretenco 
To virtue^ in the noble ienfe 
By Greeks and Rmnans underfioed 
To perilh for our country's good, 
i^be nam'd the ancient heroes rousid,, 
Expkin'd for what they were renown'd j 
Then fpoke with cenfure, or applai^,, 
Of foreign Cttfioms» ritcsi. iipd law« & 



Thro» 



ENGLISH POBSr. it? 

Thro* nature vxd tbio* art Ae raBg^#» 
And gracefttll)r her fotjea ckm^di 
In vain : her hearers had no Ihara 
In all ihe fpoke, except to ftare. 
Their jadgment was upon the whole^ 
~That lady is the doUaft Ibul— 
Then tipt their forehead in a jeer» 
As who ihottld fay-^ihe wnau it here jr 
She may be handfome, youn^ and rtdi» 
But none will bnoi her for a witch* 
A party next of glSttVing dames. 
From round the purlieus Cftf St. James, 
Came early, out of pare good-will. 
To fee the girl in deihahille. 
^ Their clafhour^ 'lighting from their chairi» 
Grew loader all the way up ftairs f 
At entrance loudeft ; where they flmail 
The room with volumes Utter'd loond* . 
VaneiTa held Montaigne, and read. 
Whim Mrs. Sufan combM her head : 
They call'd for tea and chocolate^ 
And feU into their ufnal char, 
Pifcourfing, with important face. 
On ribbons, fans, and gloves, and laee | 
ShewM patterns juft from India brought. 
And gravely aflc'd her what (he thought i 
Whether the red or green ware beft. 
And what they coil? Vanefik goefs'd. 
As came into her fancy Mt ; 
Nam*d half the rates^ and likM the wodL 

To 
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To fcandal next — ^W.hat aukward thing 

Was that laft Sunday in the ring ? 

Vm forry Mopfa breaks fo faft ; 

I faid lier face would never laft. 

Corinna, with that youthfdl air^' . 

Is thirty, and a bit to fpare : 

Her fondnefs for a certaih earl 

Began, when'I was but a girl. 

Phillis, who but a nr.onth ago 

Was marry' d to the T,u abridge beau, 

I faw coquetting Vother night 

In public with that odious knight. 

They rally 'd next VaneiTa's drefs r 
That gown was made for old queen Bcfs- 
Dear madam, let me fee .your head : 
Don't you intend to put on red ? 
A petticoat without a hoop ! 
Sure, you are not aiham'd to (loop ;- ' 
With handfome garters at your knecs^ 
No matter what a fellow fees, 

Fill'd with difdain, with rage inflam'd^ 
Both of herfelf and fex afham'd, 
f he nymph ftood filent out of fpight, 
Nor would vouchfafc to fet them right- 
Away the faap detr^ors went, 
And gave by turns their cenfures vent.. 
She's not fo handfome in my eyes :. 
For wit, I wonder where it lies- 
She's fair and clean, and that's the moft : 
But why proclaim her for a toaft ? 



Ababj! 
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A baby face, no life, no airs^ 

But what (he learnt at country fairs ; 

Scarce knows what difference is between 

Rich Flanders lace, and Colberteen. 

ril undertake, my little Nancy 

In flounces hath a better fancy. 

With all her wit, I would not afk 

Her judgment how to buy a malk. 

We begg'd her but to patch her face ; 

She never l^t one proper places 

Which ev'ry girl at five years old 

Can do, as foon as ihe is told. 

I own, that out-of-fafliion fluff 

Becomes the Creature well enough. 

The girl might pafs, uf we could get her 

To know the world a little better. 

(** To know the world !" a modern phrafe 

For vifits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 

Thus, to the world's perpetual ihamc. 
The queen of Beauty loll her aim. 
Too late, with grief ihe underiloo^l,. 
Pallas had done more harm than good : 
For great examples are but vain, 
Where ignorance begets difdain. 
Both fexes, arm*d with guilt and fpite, 
Againll Vaneffa's powV unite : 
To copy her Yew nymphs afpir'd ; 
Her virtues fewer fwains admir*d: 
So liars beyond a certain height <. > 
Oive mortals neither heat nor light,. 
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7et fome of either kx, eadowM 
*With gifts fuperior to the CTOwd, ' 
With virtue, kiM>wIedge> taftc, and wit, 
She condeTcended to admit. 
With pleafing arts (he could reduce 
Aden's talents to their proper nfe ; 
And with addrefs each genivs held 
To that, wherein it moil excelPd ; 
Thus making others mfdom known. 
Could pleafe them, and improve her own* 
A modeii youth faid Something new ; 
She plac'd it in the firongeft view. 
All humble worth fhe ilrove to raife ; 
Would not be praised, yet kv'd to praife* 
The learned met with free approach. 
Although they came not in a coach : 
Some clergy too Ihe would allow. 
Nor quarrePd at thetr aukwaid bow. 
But this was ier Cadenns' &ke, 
A gownman of a different make ; 
Whom Pallas, once Vaneffa's tutor. 
Had fix'd on lor her coadjutor. 

^ut Cupid, full of mifchief, longi 
To vindicate his mother's wrongs. 
On Pallas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to g^ve her p^nj 
Vows on Vaneffa's heart to take 
Due vengeance, for her patron'i Aike^ 
Thofe early feeds by Venus fi>wn. 
In ipite of Falla», now were grown ; 

3 And 



And Cupid kop'd» thejr wwild impiwe 

By time, and ripen into love* 

The boy made «fe of ail his crafty 

in vain diichargihg many a fhaft» 

Pointed at cornels, lofds, and beaux t 

Cadenus warded off the blows ; 

i^or, placing ftill Ibme books betwixt 

The darts were in the cover fix*d. 

Or, often blunted and recoiPd, 

On Plutarch's Morals flruck, were fpoird^ 

The queen of Wi Akmi could fbrefee. 
But not prevent the fate's decree : 
And hnman cavdon tries in vain 
To break that adaaiaa^ae vhaiA. 
Vaaefia, though by Pallas taught. 
By Love invulnerable thought, 
^archbg in books for wifSom's aid> 
Was, in the very ftarch, betray'd. 

Cupid, though all his darts were 1oft» 
Yet ftill lefoVd to /pare no coil : 
He could not anfwer to his fiune 
The triumphs of that flabbort dame, 
A nymph fo hard to be fnbdu'd. 
Who neither was coquette nor prude* 
I ^nd, faid he, fiie wants adoftor, 
Both to adore her, and inftru^l her ; 
I'll give her what fhe moft adi^ires ; 
Among thofe venerable fires 
Cadenus is a fubjeft fit. 
Crown old in politics and wit, 

Care&'d 
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Carefs'd by minifters of ftatc. 
Of half mankind the dread and hate: 
Whate'er vexations love attend, 
She need no rivals apprehends 
Her fex, with univerfal voice. 
Mull laugh at her capricious choice. 

Cadenus maay things had writ : 
VanefTa much efteem'd his wit. 
And caird for his poetic works ; 
Mean time the boy in fecret lurks. 
And, while the book was in her hand. 
The urchin from his private fland 
Took aim, and (hot with all his ftrength 
A dart of fuch prodigious length. 
It pierced the feeble volume through, 
And deep transfixed her bofom too* 
Some lines, more moving than the reft. 
Stuck to the point that pierc'd her breail. 
And, borne dire^ly to the heart. 
With pains unknown increas'd her fmart. 

VanefTa, not of years a fcore, 
Dreams of a gown of forty-four;. 
Imaginary charms can find 
In eyes with reading almoft blind ; 
Cadenus now no more appears 
D^clin'd in health, advanc'd in years^ 
She fancies mufic in his tongue. 
Nor farther looks, but thinks him young* 
What mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a ihip decay 'd ? 
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What planter will attempt to yoke 

A fapling with a felling oak ? 

As .years increafe, ihe brighter fhines ; 

Cadenus with each day declines ; 

And he muft fall a prey to time» 

While ihe continues in her prime. 

Cadenus, common ^rms. apart, 

In ev'ry fcene had kept his heart; 

Had iigh'd and languifli*d> vow'd and wrft 

Per paflime, or to (hew his wit. 

But time, and books, and ilate^affkirs. 

Had fpoiPd his fafhionable aii^ : 

He now could pralfe, efteem, approve. 

But underftood not what was love. 

His condud might have made him ftil'd 

A father, and the nymph his child. 

That innocent delight he took 
To fee the virgin mind her book. 

Was but the mafter's fecret jc^ 

In fchool to hear the feieft boy. 

Her knowledge with her fancy grew^ 

5hc hourly, prefs'd for fomething new ; 

Ideas came into her mind 

-So fail, his leiTons lagg'd l}ehind ; 

She reafon'd without plodding long} 

Nor ever gave her judgment wrong. 

But now a fudden change was wrought; 

She minds no longer what he taught. 

Cadenus was amaz'd to find- ^ 

Such marks of a diltraded mind*: 

Vol, IL K Fo 
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For, though (he'ifew>'d to li^Q |«ote 
To all he fpoke, th^n a'er be&]:e> 
He found her thoug]u$ w^uld abfent jrftn^* 
Yet guefs'd not wh^ikce icoi^ld (prmg the ckaage^ 
And firfl he mode^ly oonJAi^r^s 
His pupil .might be tir'4 with kdufcs ; 
Which help'd to lacfftify his pride. 
Yet gave him not the heart to chide : 
But, in a m^d deje^ed flmin» . 
At laft he ventur'd to complain ; 
Said, /he ftou *d be no longer teaz'd ; 
Might have her freedom when &« pleas'd| 
Was now convinc'd he aSed wrong 
To hide her from the world fo long« 
And in dull iludies to enga^ge ^ 

One of her tender fex md age-; 
That ev'ry nymph witii envy owo'dt 
How fhe might ftiiae in the GraAdd*inoiide» 
And €v'ry fhepherd was undouae 
To fee her cloifte;-'d lili#^ a auo. 
This was a viiionary fcheme ; 
He wak'd, and. found it but a dream^; 
A projedl far above his Q^lll ; 
'.For nature^mu^ be nature ftill. 
ilf he was bolder than became 
A fcholarto.a courtly dame. 
She might excufe a man of letters ; 
Thus; tutors often trait their betters; 
And, iince his talk ofienfive grew, 
.He came to take his laft s4kux 

Vaneffa, 
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VaneiTsb ElVd with juft difdaiti> 
Would ftill her dignity maintain, 
Inftrudled from her early years 
To fcorn the art ef female tears. 
Had he employ'd his Umc h loa^ 
To teach her what was Hght and wrong. 
Yet could ffich notions entertain. 
That all his lectures were in vain ? 
She own'd the wanderitig of her thoughts i 
8 at he muil anfwer for her faults. 
•She well remember'd, to her codtl. 
That all his lefTons were not loH. 
Two maxims (he could ilrll produce. 
And fad experience taught their ule : 
That virtue, pleas'd by being fhown^ 
Knows nothing which it dares not own> 
Can make us without fear difelofe 
Our inmoU fecrets to our foes ; 
That common forms were not defign'd 
Directors to a noble mind. 
Now, faid the nymph, Itl let you fee 
My a£lions with your rules agree i 
That I can vulgar forms defpife. 
And have no fecrets to difguife. 
I knew, by what you (aid and writ. 
How dang'rous things were men of wit j 
You cautioned me againft their charms, 
But never gave me equal arms ; 
Your lefTons found the weakeft part ; 
Aim*d at the head, but reach'd the heart 

K 2 Cadenus 



l^ THE BEAUTIES OF 

•Cadenus felt within him rife 
Shame, difappointment, guilt> furpriie. 
He knew no: how to recencik 
Such language with her afual Aile : 
And yet her words were fo cxprcfi:. 
He could not hope (he fpoke in jeft. 
His thoughts had wholly been confined 
To form and cultivate her mind, 
^e hardly knew, till he was told^ 
Whether the nymph were young or old ; 
Had met her in a public place 
Without diilinguifhing her face-; 
Much lefi could his declining age 
VanefTa's earlieft thoughts engage ^ 
And, if her youth indiff'reiice'met^ 
His perfon^mdil contempt beg^t : 
Or, grant her paflion be iincere. 
How fhall his innocence be clear ? 
Appearances were all fo ibx)ng. 
The world muil think him in the ^ wrong; 
Would fay, Jie made a treacherous ufe 
Of wit, to flatter and feduce : 
The town would fwear he had betray'd. 
By magic fpells, the harmlefs maid : 
And ev'ry beau would have his jokes. 
That fcholars were like other folks ; 
That, when Platonic flights were over^ 
The tutor turn'd a mortal lover, 
•So tender of the joung and fair ! 
It ihew'd.a true paternal care- 
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Fi^e thoofand guineas in her purfe { 

The doftor might have fancy M worfe. 
Hardly, at lerigthi he filence broke. 

And faulter'd cv'ry word^he fpoke ^ 

Interpreting her complaifance,, 

Jufl as a man fans coniequence. 

She rally'd well, he always knew : 

Her mariner now was fomething hew ; 

And what (he fpoke was in an aic 

As ferious as a tragic, player. 

Cut thofe who aim at ridicule 

Should fix upon fome certain rule. 

Which fairly hint^ they are in jeft, .' 

Elft helmull enter his proteft : 

For, let a man be ne*er fo wife. 

He may be caught with fober lyes j 

A fcience which he never taught. 

And, to be free, was dearly bought ; 

For, take it in its proper light, 

*Tis jufl what coxcombs call a Bite. 

But, not to dwell on things Qiinute, 
VanefTa finifh^d'the difpute. 
Brought weighty arguments to prove 
That reafon was her guide in love. 
She thought he had himfelf d3rcrib'd. 
His dodrines when fhe firiC imhibM : 
What he had planteH, now was grown ; 
His virtues (he might call her own ; ' 

Ad he approves^ as he-diflikes> 
Love or contempt her fancy ftrikesv 

K 3 Self^ 
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Self-Iove> in nature rooted fafl; 
Attends us £rft, and leaves us laft :• 
Why ihe likes Kim^ admire not her ; 
She loves herfelf, and that's the matter^ 
How was her tutor want to praiff» 
The genius's of ancient days ! 
(Thofe authors he fo oft had nam'dy 
For lesming, wit, and wifdom fam'd) 
Was ftruck with love,, efteem, and awe,^ 
For perfons whom he never faw. 
Suppofe Cadenus flourlfh'd then. 
He muH adore fuch god-like men. 
If one fliort volume could comprize 
All that was witty, Idarn'd^ and wife^L 
Hoy/ would it be efleein'd, and read, 
'Although the writer long were 4^4 I 
If fuoh ^ author were alive. 
How all would for his friendihip ftrive^ 
A-xid) come in crowds to fee his lace I 
And this ihe takes to be her cafe. 
Cadenus anfwers ev'ry end. 
The book, the author, and the friend; 
The utmoft her defires will reach. 
Is but to learn what he can teach.: 
His converfe is a fyflem fit 
Alone to fill up all her wit ; 
While ev'ry paf^on of her mind 
In him is center'd and confin'd* 

Love can with fpeech iikfpire a mute, 
And taught VanQfla to difpu,te. 
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This topic, never touch'd before^ ' 
Difplay'd her eloquence the more :- 
Her knowledge, -^ith fiich pains acqnir'd. 
By this new paiiion grew infpir'd : 
Through this fhe made all objects pafs» 
Which gave a tindlure o'er the raafs ; 
As rivers, though they bend and twine^.] 
Still to the fea their coarfe incline ; 
Or, as philosophers/ who find 
Some fav'rite fyHem to their mind, 
tn ev'ry point to make it fit. 
Will force all nature to fubmit. 

Cadenus, who could ne'er fufpe^- 
His lefTons would have Aich dl^6i. 
Or be fo artfally apply'd, 
Infenfibly came on her fidd*. 
It was an unforefeen events 
Things took a turn he never meant. 
Whoe'er excels in what we prize 

Appears a hero in our eyes : 

Each girl, when pkas'd with what i« taught^ 

Will have the teacher in her thought. 

The nymph in fbber words intrcats 

A truce with all fublime conceits : 

For why fuch raptures, flights and fancies^ , 

To her who durfl not read romances i 

In lofty ftyle to make replies. 

Which he had taught her to defpiiie^ 

But when her tutor will affei^ 

Devotion^-duty, and.refped» 

K.4- , He. 
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He fairly abdicates his throne ; 
The government is now her own : 
But, though her arguments were fbong. 
At leafl could hardly wiih them wrong. 
Howe'er it caipe, he could not tel]» 
But fare ihe never talk'd fo well. 
His pride began to interpofe ; 
Preferred before a icrowd of beaux ! 
So bright a nymph to come unfought ! 
Such wonder by his merit wrought ! 
*Tis merit muft with her prevail : 
He never knew her judgment fail* 
She noted all ihe ever read. 
And had a moil difcerning head. 

'Tis an old maxim in the fchools. 
That vanity's the food of fools : 
Yet now and then your men of wh 
'^ill condefcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide, 
He chofe to jullify, his pride ; 
When mifs delights in her fpinnet, 
A fiddler may a fortune get ; 
A blockhead, with melodious voice. 
In boarding-fchools can have his choice ; 
And oft' the dancing-mafter's art 
Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 
In learning let a nymph delight. 
The pedant gt;ts a miftrefs by't. 
Cadenus, to his grief and fhame. 
Could fcarce oppofe Vanefla's flame ; 
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Where hot and cold, where fliarp and fweet 

In all their e<juipages meet ; 

Where pleafures mix'd with pains appear^. 

Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear ;. 

Wherein his dignity and age 

Forbid Cadenus to engage. 

But friend (hip, in its greatefl height,. 

A conilant, rational delight. 

On virtue's baiis £x'd to lail, 

When love's allurements long are pad*. 

Which gently warms, but cannot burn, , 

He gladly offers in return ; 

His want of paiHon w>ll redeem 

With gratitude, refpe^l, efteem ; .. 

With that devotion we beftow, . 

When Goddefles appear below* 

While thus Cadenus entertains 
Vanefla in exalted flrains. 

Confirming the paffion fhe had ihown^-« 

Much to her praife, more to his own^. 

Nature in him had merit plac'd. 

In her a moft judicious tafte. 

Love, hitherto a tranfient guefl. 

Ne'er held pofleiSioB in. his 4>reaii; ; ; 

So long attending at the gate, , 

Difdain'd to enter in fo late. . 

Love why. do we one paffion call,' 

When 'tis a. compound of them all^: 

He has a forfeiture incurr'd ; 

She V0W3 to take him at. his word^^ . . 
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And hopes he will not think- it ftrangi^y 

If both (hould now their j^ations changCiw. 

The nymph will have her turii to b^ 

The tutor; and ihe pupil, he; 

Though (he already can difcern. 

Her fcholar irnot apt to learn ; 

Or wants capacity to Keach 

The fcience ihe deiigjos to teach ;, 

WherciB his genius was below 

The (kill of ev'ry common beau ; 

Who, though he cannot fpell, is wift' 

Enough to read a lady*s eyes. 

And win each accidental glance: 

Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what fuccefs Vaneila met, 

Is to the world a fecret yet. 

Whether, the nymph, to pleafe her fwatity. 

Talks in a high romantic ilyain ; 

Or whether he at lafl defcends 

.To like with lefs- feraphic ends ; 

Or; to compound the bus'ttefs, whether 

They temper love and books togethw f. 

Muft never to mankind be told. 

Nor fhall the coafcioUs mufe unlblc^ 

Mean tim« the mournful q[uee» of l(we- 
Led but a weary life above. 
She ventures now to leave the (kies. 
Grown by Vancffa*s condoA wife : 
FoTj though by one f erverfe event 
Pallas had crofs'd her firft intent, 

5 TSbough. 
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Though her ddign was not obtain'd. 
Yet had flic much experience gain'd. 
And by the projeft vainly tryM 
Gould better now the caufe decide. 
She gave due notice, that both parties 
Coram regina prox* die Martis 
Should at their peril without fail 
Come and appear,- iand fevc their bail. 
All met; and, iilence thrice proclaimed. 
One lawyer to each fide was nam'd. * 
The judge difcover'd in her face 
Refentments for her late difgrace ; 
And, /all of anger, Ihame, and griefi 
Dire£^ed them to mind their brief; 
Nor fpend theiip time to fhew their reading^;^' 
She*d have a fummary proceeding. 
She gathered under ev'ry head 
The fum of what each lawyer faid. 
Gave her own reafbns laft, and then - 
Decreed" the cauie againft the men. 

But, in a weighty cafe like this - 
To ihow flie did not jfidge amrfs. 
Which evil tongues plight elfe report, - 
" She made a fpeech in open court ; 
Wherein (he grievoufly complains, 
** How ihe was cheateH by the fwains'j'* 
On whofe petition (humbly fliewing 
That women were not worth the wooing^ 
And that, unlefs the fcx would mend. 
The race of lovers foon muft end} 
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" She was at lord knows what cxpcnce 
To form a nymph of wit and fenfi?, 
A model for her fex defign'd. 
Who never could one lover find^ 
She faw, her favour was mifplac'd ; 
The fellows had a wretched tafte ; 
She needs muft tell them, to their face. 
They were a fenfelefs, flupid race ; 
And, were fhe to begin agen. 
She'd Hudy t%reform the men ; 
Or add fome grains of folly move 
To women, than they had before. 
To put then^ on an equal foot ; 
And this, or nothing elfe, would do't. 
This might their mutual fancy flrike ; 
Since ev'ry being loves ita like.. 

But now,, repenting what was done. 
She left all bus'nefs to her fon ; 
She puts the world in his poiTeifion,. 

And let him ufe it at difcretion." 

» 

The cry'r was order'd to difmifs 
The court, fo made his laft O yes ! 
The Goddcfs would no longer wait ; 
But, rifing from her chair of ftate^ 
Left all below at iix and fev'n, 
Harncfs'd. her. 4oves,, and flew to hcav'n. 



\ 



ALMA- 



'» 



ENGLISH POESY. 20; 

L M As 

O R. T H E 

PROGRESS OF THE MIND» 

Incert. ad Stobacum. 

r 

What Prior meant by this poem I can't underftand : 
by the Greek motto to it one would think it war 
cither to lai^h at the fuiaj/ed or his reader* 
There are (bme parts of it very fine ; and let then| 
fave the badnefs of the reft. 

C A N T O I. 

MATTHEW met Richard, when or .where 
From ftory is not mighty cleir : 
,Of many knotty points they ipoke ;, 
And pro and con by turns they took* 
Rats half the manafcript have eat : 
Dire hunger ! which we ftill regret : 
O ! may they ne'er again digeil 
The horrors of fo iad afeail.. ^• 

Yet lefs our grief^ if what remains^ 
Dear Jacob, by thy care and pains. 
Shall be to future times convey'dy. 
It thus begins : 

• f * * Here Matthew faid ; -x 
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Alma in verfe ; in proie, the Mind> 
By Aiifiotle's pen de/in'd, 
Throughout the body fquat or tall, 
le, bona fide, all in all. 
And yet, flap da(b, is all again 
In ty'ry fincw, nerve, and vein : 
' Runs here and there, like Hamlet's ghofl r 
While every where fiic rules the roaft. 

This fyllem, Richard, we are told. 
The tSiMn^ of Oxford firmly hold. 
The Cambridge wits, you know, deny 
With ipfe di«t to comply. 
They fay (for in good truth they fpeak 
With fmall rcfpeft of that old-Grfeek) 
That, putting all his words together, 
'Tis three blue beans, «ne blue bladder. 

Alma, they ftrenuoufly mabtain, 
Sits cock-horfe on her throne the brain ; 
And from that fcatof thought di^en{e» 
Her fov'reign pleafbre to the fenfcs. 
Two optic nerves, they hj^ Ae tyes>. 
Like fpeftaclcs, a-cro& the eyes> 
By which the fpirits bring her wordV 
Whene'er the baJls a«e fixM or iHrr'd 5 
How quick at park and play they ilrtke;- 
Sfhe duke they court; the toarfl thfey like t 
And at&. James^ turn their grace 
From former frient^Si^ now out of place. _ 

Without thefe aids, to be more feriottv 
Her pow'r, they hold, had been precariou* r 
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The eyes might have confpir*d her ruiii ; 
And (he not knowa what they were doing* 
Fooliih it had been, and nnkiftdy 
That they Ihould fee, and (he be blind. 

Wife nature likewife, they fuppofe 
Has drawn two conduits down our no(e t 
Could Alma elfe with judgiaeftt tell. 
When cabbage (linla», or rofes (inell ^ 
Or who would a(k for her opinion 
Between an oyder and an onion f 
For from moft bodies, I>i<k; yon kAOw>. 
Some little bits aik lesv^* tO: flow ; 
And, as thco' thefe canals they roJ}» 
Bring up a fample of the whc^e ; 
Like footmea running before coaehes^ 
To tell the inn what lofd approaches. 

By nerves about our palate plac*d> 
She likewife judges of the tafte. 
Elfe (difmal thought !) our warlike men 
Might drink thick Port for fine Champagne-; 
And our ill-judging wives and daughters 
Midake fmall beer for Ckron -waters* 

Hence too, that (he migKt better hear^ 
She fets a drum at either ear ; 
And loud or gentle, har(k or fweet. 
Are but the alariwas which they beat* 

Laft, to enjoy her fenfe of feeling 
{A thing (he much delights to deal ia} 
A thoufand little nerves (he fends - 
Quite to our toes, and itsgera' ends ; 

And 
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' And thefe ia gratitude again 
Return their fpirits to the brain ; 
In which their figure being printed 
(As ju£k before I think I hinted) 
Alma infonn'd can try the cafe^ 
As ihe had been upon the place. 

Thus, while the judge gives diff'rent xo^urneys 
To country couniel, and a^orjues^ 
He on the bench in quiet iits». 
Deciding, as they bring the writs. 
The Pope thus prays and flecps at Roiae» 
Avd very feldom ilirs from home ; 
Yet fending forth his holy fpies. 
And having heard what they advift:. 
He rules the church's bled dominions^ 
And fets men's faith by his <^uiions.. 

The fcholars of the Stagyrite|». 
Who for the old opinion fight. 
Would make their modern fiiends confeisy . 
The difference but from more to lefs. 
The Mind, fay they, while you fuflain 
To hold her dation in the brain ; 
You grant, at lead, (he. is extended : 
Ergo, the whole difpute is ended* 
For till to»morrow (hould you plead 
From form and ftrudlure of the head ; 
The mind as vifibly is fecn 
Extended chro^ the whole Machine^ . 
Why fhould all honour then be ta'en . 
From lower parts to load the brain; . I 
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When other limbs we plainly lee 
Each in his way, as briifeias he ? » 

For mnfiCy grant the head receiire it ; 
It is the artift's hand that gZTC it^ 
And though the Jkull may wear the lanrel ; 
The foldier's arm maintains the quarrel. 
Befidesy the noftrlls, ears and eyes 
Are not his parts/ but his allies. 
£v*n what you hear the tongue proclaim; 
Comes, ab ori^ne, from them. 
What could the head perform alone^ 
If all dieir friendly aids were gone i 
A Ibolifh figure he mvtft make ; 
Do nothing eKe, but ileep and ake. 
Nor matters it, that you can ftow* 
How to the head the fpirits go. 
Thofe fpirits ftarted from fome goal^ 
Before they thit>? the veins oould it>U» 
Now we ihoujd hold them nmch m blaoiey. 
If th^y went ))ack, before they came. 
If, therefore, as we moft ioppofef 
They came from fingers^ and from toes; 
Or toes, or fingers, in this eafe. 
Of Num-fculPs felf (homki take the pbce» 
Difputing fair, 3rou grant thus mo^h» 
Tliat all fenfatkm is but touch* 
Dip but your toes into cold water. 
Their correfpondent teeth will chatter ; 
And ftrike the bqttom of yoiir feet. 
You fet your bead into a heat* 

The 
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The bully beat» and httppj l^er, 
Coife&9 that feeling Hes all ov«r. 

Note here^ Lucretius dares to teach 
(As all our youth may lexm from Creech) 
That eyes wcfc made^ bot could not view 5 
Nor hands embrace, nor £eet pufwe t 
But heedlefs nature did produce 
The members firft, and then the ufe. . 
What each muft ad was yet unknovm Si 
Till all is mov'd by chmce alone. 

A man firft builds a country (eat t . 
Then finds the walls net good to ea€« 
Another plants, and wond^ftg &e» 
Nor books, nor medals on his treel» 
Yet poet and philofbpher 
Was he, who duriib fach whims aver* 
BleiS;, for his fake, be humaft reafiui^ 
That came at- ail, tko* toie^ in fe«fi)ik. 

But no npm, fure, e^er left Ms honfe, 
And faddled Ball with ttongktt ti> wildi. 

To bring a midwi^ td Ms fpCMifir^ 
Before he knem ix0 wsis with chikL 

And no man ever reapt hii corn. 
Or from thr oi^n drew his bread. 

Ere hinds and bakers yet were bom* 

That taught them both to Iblr and knead* 

Before they're afk'd, cau maids refofe ? 

Can— Pray, &ys I>ick hold in yoar mule 3 

While you Pindaric truths rehearfe. 

She hobbles in alternate verfe* 

Yerfei 
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Verfc ? Mat. reply'd, is that my c«r« f 
Go on, quoth Richard ; foil and fair. 

This looks, friend Dick» as natare had 
But exercis'd the Salefmaa'a trade; 
As if ihe haply had fat dovirib 
Aird cut out cloftths for half the town s 
Then fent them out to Moiunouth-ftreet*. 
To try what peHbiM they would fit* 
JBut ev'ryfree and licens'd taylor 
Would in this Thefi» find a failure. 
Should whims like theie his head perplest^ 
How could he. work for eidier fex ? 
His cloathsy as atoms might prevail. 
Might fit a pifmirCy or a whale. 
Noy no : he views, with ibsdioiu pleafttre^i 
Your jfhape, before he takes your meafttfti^ 
For real Kate he made the boddloe^ 
And not for an ideal goddefs. 
No error near his fhop-board Ittik'd : 
He knew the folks for whom he work^iw 
Still to their fiae he aim'd his ikill : 
Elfe, pr'ythee, who woaki pay his bill f 

Next, Dick, if Chance l»rfisif IhooU vary;: 
Obferve how matters would mfiranry i 
Acrofs your eyes, friendj, place yomr ihpes ; 
Your fpe^acles upon your toes ; 
Then yon and Menaius fhaU agree. 
How nicely men wDttid walk, or fee* 

But Wifdom, peeviih and crofs-grain'd^ 
Muit be oppesM^ to be faftaixi'd^ 

And:' 
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And ftill your knowledge will increafe> 
As you make other people's lefs. 
In armd and fcience 'tis the fame : 
Our rivid's hurts create our fftme* 
At Faubttt's, if dilputes arife 
Among the chAmpions £ot the prize ; 
To prove who gave the fiitfer butt, 
John ihews the chalks on Robert's ceat* 
So, ler the honour of your book. 
It teUs, where other folks miflook : 
And, as their notions you confound, 
Thofe you invent get farther ground* 

The commentator^ on old Ari- 
ftotle ('tis urg'd) in judgment vary : 
They to their owii conceits have brought 
The image* of his gen'ral thought i 
Juft as the nxdancholy eye 
Sees fleets and armies in the fky ; 
And, to the poor apprentice e^. 
The bell founds Whittington lord-MayV^ 
The conjurer thus explains his fcheme ; 
Thus Q)irits walk, and prophets dream. 
North;Britons, thus have fecond fight i 
And Germans, free frem gunihot^ fights 

Theodoret, and Origen, 
And fifty other learned men, 
Attefl, that if tlieir conaments find 
The traces of their matter's mind i 
Alma can ne'er decay or die : 
This flatly t'other {c£t deny, 

Simpliclus, 
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Simplicius, Theophraft, Durand; 

Great names, but hard in verie to (land. 

They wonder men fhould have roiHook 

The tenets of their mailer^ book ; 

And hold, that Alma yields her breathy 

Overcome by age» and feizM by death. 

Now Vhich were wife ? and which were fools f 

Poor Alma fits between two ftools : 

The more ihe reads* the more perplext; 

The comment ruining the text : 

Now fears^ now hopes her doubtful fate? 

But, Richard, let her look to that— — 

Whilfl we oar own affairs pnrfiie. 

Thefe diff 'rent iyftems, old or new» 
A man with half an eye may fee 
Were only formed to difagree. 
N0W9 to bring things to fair concluiion. 
And fave much Chriftian ink's efFufion ; 
Let me propofe an healing fcheme. 
And fail along the middle ftream : 

For, Dick, if we could reconcile 
Old Ariftotle with Gaffeadas ? . 

How many would admire our toil? 
And yet how few would comprehend us ? 

Here, Richard, let my (cheme commence ; ^ . 
'Oh ! may my words be loft in fenfe.; 
While pleas'd Tha2ia deigns to write 
The flips and bounds of Alma's flight. 

My fimple fyftem iball foppofe. 
That Alma enters at the toes ; 

That 
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*rhat then (he mounts by juft decrees . 
XJp to th& anclesy legs, and kn^es ; 
Next, as the fap of life does ri{e> 
She lends her vigor to the thighs ; 
Andy all thefe under-regions paft. 
She neflles ibmewhffre near th« waift ; 
<jites pain or pleafirt-e, grief or laughter> 
As we (hall (hew at large hereaften 
Mature, if not improv'd by time, 
XJp to the heart (he loves to climb : 
From thence, compell'd by craft and age» 
She makes the head her lateft ftage. 

From the feet upward to the head ; 
Pithy, and fiior t, fays Didc ; proceed. 

Dick, this is not an idle notion : 
Obferve the progrefs of the motion : 
Firll I demonftratively prove. 
That feet were only made to move $ 
And legs de(ire to come and go : 
For they have nothing elfe to do. 

Hence, long bcfan the child can crawl. 
He learns to kick, and wince, and (prawl : 
To hinder which, your midwife knows 
To bind thole parte extremely clo(e ; 
Left Alma newly enter*d in. 
And (lunn'd at her own chrift'ning^s din. 
Fearful of futui« grief and paite, 
Sould (ilendy (heak out again. 

Full piteous feems young Alma's cafe : ^ J 

As in a lucklefs gammer's place. 
She would not play, yet ipufl not pafs. 



I 
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Again, as ihc grows fomctkii^ Wronger, 
And mailer's feet are fwath'd no longer. 
If in the night too oft he kicks. 
Or (hows Ms Loco-ttDtire tcicks ; 
•rhefe firlt alTaults fat Kate repays him, ^ 

When, halfaflcep, fhe overlays him. 

Now mark, dear Richard, fron tke age 
That children icead this wordly flage, 
V. oom- ItaiF or poker they beMde, 
And round the pador love to ride; 
Till thoughtful fathfir*s pious care 
Provides his brood, aext Smithfield fair. 
With fupplenefttal hoiiby«-hor&s : 
JVnd happy hf their i^&nt comrfes { 

Hence for foaie years ihey ne'er ftand HiaAl ;s 
Their legs, you i«fi, dut& their will ; 
From opening morn till fetciiig fun. 
Around the fields and woods they run : 

They friik, and dance, ajsd kap, and play ; 
l^or heed what Friend or Snape can hf. 
To her ^xt Hage as Alma £ics. 

And likes, as I have fsud» tb* thiols. 

With fympathetic power fiie warms 

Their good allies and friffHdb, the arms ; 

While Betty dances on the green. 

And Sufan is at fch^4»ll ieen : 

While John for nJAe-pins does declare^; 

And Roger loves to pitch the bar ; 

Both legs and arm^ ^ootaneona move : 

Which wu ihe tiiiag I joeani to pwnb 

Another 
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Another motion now fhe makes : 
O need I name the feat fhe takes ? 
His thought quite changed the tripling Hnds ; 
The iport and race no more he minds ; 
Negleded Tray and Pointer lie. 
And covies unmolefted Ry, 
Sudden the jocund plain he leaves ; 
And for the nymph in fecret grieves*. 
In dying accents he complains 
Of cruel fires, and raging pains. 
The nymph too longs to be alone ; 
Leaves all the fwains, and fighs for one. 
The nymph is warm'd with yonng defire ; 
And feels» and dies to quenph his fire. 
They me6t each evening in the grove : 
Their parley but augments their love ;. 
So to the prieft their cafe they tell : 
He ties the knot ; and all goes well. 
But, O my Mufe, jnH diftance keep ; 
Thon art a maid, and mufitiot peep. 
In nine months time the boddice loofe. 
And petticoats too fhort, difdofe 
That at this age the adive mind 
About the waiil lies moft coniin'd ; 
And that young life, and quickening fenie 
Spring from his influence darted thence. 
So from the middle of the world 
The Sun's prolific rays are hurPd : 
'Tis from that feat he darts thofe beam^ 
Which quicken earth with genial Htmes. 

Dick, 
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. Dick, who thas long had paiTiTe fat. 
Here flroak'd his chin, and cock'd his hat ; 
Then flapp'd his hand upon the board. 
And thus the youth put in his word : 
Love's advocates, fweet iir, would find hin 
A higher place thah you affign'd him. 
Love's advocates, Dick, who ar« thoie?— — • 
.The poets, you may well fuppofe, 
I'm forry, fir, you have difcafdcd 
The men, with whom till now you herded. 
Profe-men alone for private ends, 
I tJtought forfook their ancient friends. 
*' In cor /lillavit," cries Lucretius ; 
If he may be allowed to teach us. 
The felf-famc thing foft Ovid fays, 
{A proper judge in fuch a cafe.) 
Horace, his phrafe is, *' torret jecur ;** 
And happy was that curious fperikcr. 
Here Virgil too has plac'd this paflion : 
What fignifies too long quotation ? 
In Ode and Epic plain the cafe is. 
That love holds one of thefe two places, 
Dick, without paifion or refiedion, 
I'll ilraight demolish this objedioti. 
/Firft, poets, all the world agrees, 
Write half to profit, half to pleafe. 
Matter and figure they produce ; 
-Por garnifli this, and that for ufe ; 
And, in the ftiu£ture of their feafts. 
They feek to fee^ and plcafe their guefts : 
Vol. H. L Btt( 
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But one may balk this good intent^ 

And take things otherwife th^n meant. 

Thus, if ypu dine with my lord-may*r, 

Roaft-beef, and venTon, is your fare. 

Thence you proceed to fwan and builard. 

And perfevere in tart, and cuftard : 

But Tulip-leaves, and Lemon-peel, 

Help only to adorn the meal : 

And painted flags, fuperb and neat. 

Proclaim you welcome "to the treat. 

The man of fenfe his meat devours ; 

But only fniells the peel and flow'rs ; 

And he muft be an idle dreamer. 

Who leaves the pie, and gnaws the ilreamer* 

That Cupid goes with bow and arrows. 
And Venus keeps her coach and fparrows. 
Is all but emblem to acquaint one. 
The Ton h fharp, the mother want<»i. 
Such images have fometimes (hown 
A myftic fenfe, but oftner none. 
For who conceives, what bards dcvife. 
That Hcav'n is plac'd in Celia's eyes, 
X>r where's the fenfe, diredl and moral. 
That teeth are pearl, or lips are coral ? 
Your Horace owns, he various writ. 
As wild or fober maggots bit ; 
And, where too much the poet ranted. 
The fage philofopher recanted. 
His grave Epiilles may difprove 
The wanton Odes he made to lov-e. 



>Lu£retius 
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Lucretius keeps a mighty pother 
With Cupid, and, his fancy 'd mother : 
Calls her great queen .of earth and air, 
Declares that winds and feas obey her ; . 
And, while her honour he rehwfes. 
Implores her (o infpire his yerfcs. 

Yet, free from this poetic madnefs^ 
• Next page he fays in fober fadnefs. 
That Ihe and dl her fellowrgods 
Sit idling in their high abodes, • 
Regardlefs of this world below, 
Our health or. hanging, weal or woe ; 
Nor once difturb their heav'niy fpirits 
vWith Scapin's cheats, or Csefar's merits. 

Nor e'er ^an Latin poets prove. 
Where lies the real feat of love. 
Jecur they burn, and Cor they pierce. 
As either befl fupplies their veri^ ; » 

And, if foHcs aik the reafon for*t. 
Say, one was long, and t'other Ihort. 
Thus, I prefume, the Britiih Mufe 
May take the freedom (Irangers ufe* '^ 

In profe our property is greater. 
Why fhould it then be lefs.in metre ? • . 
If Cupid throws a.fmgfe dart. 
We make him wound the lover's heart ; 
But, if he takes his bow and quiver, 
*Tis fure, he muft transfix the Liver : 
For rhime with reafon may difpenfe ; 
And found has right to govern fenfe. ^ 

L 2 But 
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But let your friends in verfe fappofe. 
What ne'er fhall be allow*d in pfofe $ 
Anatomifts can make it clear. 
The Liver nri nds his own affair ; 
Kindly fupplies oar public uiesy 
And parts and flrains the vital juices | 
Still lays fome afeful bile afide. 
To tinge the chyle's infipid tide : • 

Elfe we ihould want both gibe and fiityr; 
And all be burfl with pure good-natar«. 
Now gall is bitter with a witnefs : 
And love is all delight and fweetnefs. 
My logic then has loft its aim» 
If fweet and bitter be the fame : 
^nd he, methinks, is no great fcholar. 
Who can miftake defire for cholcr. 

Tke like may of the Heart be faid : 
Courage and terror there tae bved. 
All thofe whofe hearts are loofe and law. 
Start, if they hear but the Tattoo : 
And mighty phyiical their fear is; 
For, foon as noife of combat near is. 
Their heart, defc&nding to their breechies» 
Mud give thetr Homach cruel tmtches. 
But heroes who o'ercome or die. 
Have their hearts hung extremely high ; 
The firings of which, in battles heat, 
Againft their very Corflfcts beat 5 
Keep time with thctir own trumpet's ttiestfore. 
And yield 'em moifl exifCffife pteafiire. 

Now 
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Now if 'tis chiefly in the heart. 
That courage does itfelf exert ; 
'Twill be prodigioos hard to prove* 
That this is eke the ijirone of. lovf. 
Would nature make one place the feat 
Of fond defice* and fdl deWe ? 
Mod people only take delight in 
Thofe hours, ,when they are tix'd with fighting : 
And has no man but who has kill'd 
A father, right to get a child ^ 
Thefe notions then I think but idle ; 
And love (haU ftill poiTeA the middle. 

This truth more plainly to dlkover, 
Suppofe )rour hero were a lover, 
Tho' he before bad gall and rage. 
Which deaths or conqueft, mfift afiWage » 
He grows difpirited and low : 
He hates the fig htj a«d ^uns the foe. 
In fcornfui (loth Acl»lles Hept ; . ' 

And for his wench, like Tall-Boy, wept : 
Nor would return to war and (laughter. 
Till they brought back the paribn's daughter* 
Antopius fled from Avium's coaft* 
Augttftus preffing, A(ia loft,: 
His fails by Cupid's hand onfurPd, 
To keep the fair, he gave the world- 
Edward our Fourth, r^ver'd and crown'df 
Vigorous in youth* in amis renown'd ; 
While England's voice, and Warwick's care 
Deiign'd him Gallia's beauteous heir ; 

L 3 Chang^a 
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Chang'd peace and pow'r for rage and wars. 
Only to dry one widow's tears. 

France's Fourth Henry -we may fee, 
A fervant to the fair D'Eilree ; 
When quitting Coutras profp'rous field. 
And fortune taught at length to yield. 
He from his guards and mid-night tent, 
Diiguis'd,. o'er hills and vallies went. 
To wanton with the fp>ight!y dame ; 
And in his pleafure loft his fame.* 

Bold is the critic, who dares prove 
Thefe heroes were no friends to love ; 
And bolder be, who dares aver. 
That they were enemies to war. 
Yet,, when their thought ftiould, now or never. 
Have raift'd their Heart, or fir'd their Liver; 
Fond Alma to thofe parts was gone>. 
Which love more juflJy calls his own. 

Examples I could cite you more ;• 
But be contented with thefe four; 
For when one's proofs are Japtly chofen, 
Four*are as valid as four dozen. 
One came from Greece, ^nd one from Rome f 
The other two grew nearer home* 
For fome in anoient books delight,. 
Others prefer what moderns write ; 
Now I Ihould be extremely loth, 
Not to be thought expert in both* 

.CANTO 
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BUT fhall we take the Mufe abroad. 
To drop her idly on the road : 
And leave our fubje^ in the middle. 
As Butler did his Bear and Fiddle ? 
Yet he^ confammate malbr, knew 
When to recede, ahd where purfue : 
His noble negligences teach. 
What others toils defpair to reach. 
He, perfedl dancer, climbs the rope,^ 
And balances your fear and hope : 
If, after fome diilinguifh'd leap. 
He drops his pole, and feems to flip ; 
Straight gathering all his adlive ilrength. 
He rifes higher half his length : 
With wonder you approve his flight, . . 
^ And owe your pleafure to your fright. 
But like poor Andrew 1 advance, 
Falfe mimic of my mailer's dance ; ^ 
Around the cord awhile I fprawl j 
And thence, tho' low, in earuefl fall. 

My preface tells you, I digrefs'd : 
He's half abfolv'd who has confefs'd. 

Hike, quoth Dick, yourfimile; 
And, in return, take two from me. 
As matters in the Clare obfcure. 
With various light your eyes allures 

L 4 A' flaming 



234 THE BSAVTIBS O 9 

A flaming yellow here they fpread ; 

Draw ojfF in blue, or change in red : 

Yet from thefc colours oddly mixM» 

Your fight upon the whole is fix'd. 

Or m, again, your courtly dames 

(Whofe cloaths returning birth-day claims) 

By arts improve the fttifFs they vary j 

And things arc beft as moft contrary. 

The gown with ftiff embroidery fhining. 

Looks charming with a flighter lining : 

The out-, if Indian figure (lain. 

The in-fide muft be rich and plain. 

So you, great authors, have thought fit, , 

To make digreffion temper wit : 

When arguments too fiercely glare. 

You calm *cm with a milder air : 

To break their points, you turn their force j 

And Furbelow the plain difcourfe. 

Richard, quoth Mat, thefe words of thine 
Speak fomething fly, and fomething £ne : 
But I ihall e'en refume my theme ; 
However thou may'ft praife, or blame. 

As people marry now, and fettle ; 
Fierce love abates his ufual mettle : 
Worldly defires, and houfhold cares, 
Difturb the godhead's foft affairs : 
So now, as healtli or temper changei. 
In larger compafs Alma ranges. 
This day below, the next above ; 
As light or folid whimHes move. 

So 
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So merchant has hi^ houfe in towtk. 
And country feaf near Banftcd-Down; 
From one he dates hia foreign letters. 
Sends out his goods, and duns his debtors : 
In t'other, at his hours of ieifure. 
He fmokes his pipe, and takes his pleafure* 
And now your matrimonial Cupid, 
Lafh'd on by time, grows tir'd and ftupid. 
For ftory and experience tell qs, » 

That man grows old, and woman jealous* 
Both wo«rld their Uttle .ends £ecnre : 
He iighs for freedom, flifi for pow'r. 
His wifhes tend abroad to roam ; 
And her's, to domiiieer at home. 
Thus paflion flags hffkkvf degrees; 
And ruMed more, delighied le(s. 
The bufy mind does fekbm go 
To thofe once charming feiats below ; 
But, in the breaft incamp'd, prepare? 
. For well bred feints, and future warsj*. 
The man fufpeds his lady's crying 
(When he laA autnmn lay ».^yiag) 
Was but to gain him to appoint her, " 
By codicil, a larger jaintnoe. 
The woman finds it*all a trkk, • 
That he could fwoon, .wbcQtffae was fick; 
And knows, that in that grief he retk^n'd 
On black-ey'd Sufan for his iecond. 

Thus having ftrove fomfe tcdioss yeftrs 
With feign'd defiws, and real fcar§.; , 

L 5 Andll 
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And tir'd with anfwers and replies. 
Of John affirms, and Martha lies ;. 
Leaving this endlefs altercation^. 
The mind afFeAs a higher ilation. 

Poltis, that gen'rous king of Thrace^ 
I think, was in this very cafe* 
All Afia now was by the ears. 
And Gods beat up fot voIuDteers 
To^Greece, and Troy ; while.Poltis fat 
In quiet governing his Hate. ' • 
And wJHnce, iaid the paci£€ king. 
Does all this noife anddiicord fpringf 
Why, Psris took Arrides' wi/c' 
With eafe I could compofc this ibafe'i 
The injured hero ihouid not lofe* 
Nor the young lovei; want a fpoufe ;-. . . '' . 
But Helen changed her firli condition,. 
Without her hulb«nd*8 juft p^nniffion;. •- 
What from the dame can Paris hope? 
She may as well from him elope. 
Again, how can her olxl good man 
With honour takef her bask again ^' 
From hence I logically gathei:. 
The woman cannot live. with either*: , /■ 

Now I have two right .hotteftr wives?. 
For whofe pofleffiott fib noan iilrives i- - . i 

One to Atrld«« I mil {end ; ■ '\ 

And t'other to my Trojan frknd. 
Each prince^ (hall rhcrs With' honour have. 
What both fo v^rmly feen* to crave t '- i -.^ ^ l.^ 
*■■' 3^ - The 
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The wrath of gods and mea.fliall ceafe ; 
And Poltis live and die in peace. 

Dick, if this ftory pleafeth thee. 
Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it me. 

Howe'er fwift Alma's flight may vary, 
(Take this by way of Carollary :) 
Some limbs ihe finds the very fame, j 

In place, and dignity, and name:.. 
Thefe dwell at fuch convenient di^ance. 
That each can give his friend afliilance. 
Thus he who runs or dances, begs 
The equal vigor of two legs ; 
So much to both does Alma trufl. 
She ne'er regards which goes the firfl. 
Teague could make neither of them flay. 
When with himfelf he ran away. 
The man who flruggles in the fight. 
Fatigues left arm as well as right ; 
For whilft one hand exalts the blow. 
And on the earth extends the foe ; 
T'other would take it wbnd'rous ill. 
If in your pocket he lay flill. 
And when you fhoot, and (hut one eye. 
You cannot think he'would deny 
To lend the t'other friendly aid. 
Or wink, as coward, and afraid. 
No, fir ; whilll he withdraws his flame^ 
His comrade takes the furer aim : 
One moment if his beams recedr, , 

As foon as e'er the bird is dead, ^ 

L 6 Opening 
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Opcnmg again, he lays his claim . 
To half the i)rofrt, half the fame ; 
And helps to pocket up the game. 
*Tis thus, one tradefman (Tips away. 
To give his partner fairer play. 

Some limbs again, in bulk or ftature 
Unlike, and nor a- kin by nature. 
In concert adl, like modern friends ; 
Becaufe one ferves the t'other's ends. 
The arm thus waits upon the hearty 
So quick to take the bully's part. 
That one, tho* warm, decides more flow 
Than t'other executes the blow ; 
A ftander-by may chance to have it. 
Ere Hack himfelf perceives he gave it» 

The'am'rous eyes thus always go 
A-Hrolling for their friends below : 
For long before the *^fqxiire and dame 
Have tete a tete relieved their flame ; 
Ere viiits yet are brought about. 
The eye by fyriipathy looks out ; 
Knows Florimel, and longs to meet her j 
And, if he fees, is fure to greet her, 
Tho' at fa(h-window, on the flairs. 
At courts nay (authors fay) at pray'rs.. 
. The funeral of fome valiant knight 
May give this thing its proper light. 
View his two gantlets ; thefe declare 
That both his hands were us'd to war. 
And from his two gilt fpurs 'tis learn'd,, 
Hi« feet were equally concern'd. 
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But have you ntat wrth thotigkt beheld 

The fword hang dangling o'er the (tmld ? 

Which ihows the breaft that plate was tis'd to^ 

Had an ally right arm to troft to : 

And by the peep-holes in his creft. 

Is it not virtually confeft, 

That there his eyes took diftant aim. 

And glanc'd refped to that bright datne. 

In whofe delight his hope was centered. 

And for whofe glove his life he ventur'd ? 

Objedlions to my general fyftem 
May rife, perhaps ; aitd I hare mift them : 
Bat I can call to my afKftairce 
Proximity (maii^ that \), and diilattce : 
Can prove, that all things, on occafion^ 
Love union, and deftre adhefion ; 
That Alma merely is a fcale ; 
And motives, like the weights, prcradh 
If neither fide tirrn down or op. 
With lofs or gain, with fear or hope ; ' 
The balance always would hang^ev*n. 
Like Mah'met*s tomb, 'twixt earth and heav'o* 

This, Richard, is a carious cafe : 
Suppofe your eyes ient equal rays 
Upon two dillant pots of ale, ^ 
Not knowing which was mild, or fiale : 
In this fad date your doubtful choice 
Would never have the cafting voice ; 
Which beft or worft you could not think ; 

And die you muft> for warn of drink ; 

Unlefs 
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Unlefs fome chance inclines your iight. 

Setting one ppt in fairer light ; 

Then you prefer or A, or B, 

As lines and angles befl agree : 

Your fenfe refolv'd impel] s your will : 

She guides your hand,— -So drink your fill. 

Have you not feen a baker's maid 
Between two equal panniers fway'd ; 
Her tallies ufelefs lie, and idle. 
If plac'd exadlly in the middle : 
But forc'd from this unadive ftate. 
By virtue of fome cafual weight ; 
On either iide you hear 'em clatter. 
And judge of right and left-band matter.- 

Now, Richard, this coercive force. 
Without your choice, mull take its courfe. 
Great kings to wars are pointed forth. 
Like loaded needles to the north : 
And thou and I, by pow'r unfeen,. 
Are barely paflive, and fuck'd in 
To Henault's vaults, or Celia's chamber. 
As draw and paper are by amber. 
If we fit down to play or fet. 
(Suppofe at Ombre or Baifet) 
Let people call us cheats or fools ;. 
Our cards and we are equal tools. 
We fure in vain the cards condemn ; 
Ourfelves both cut and IhuiSle them^ 
In vain on Fortune's aid rely ; 
She only is a ftander-by* 

Poor 
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Poor men ! poor papers ! we and they 
Do fome impulfive force obey : 
And are but play*d with ■ do not play. 
But fpace and matter we fhou'd blanle ; 
They palm'd the trick that loll the game. 
. Thus, to favc further contrididlibn 
Again ft what you m^y think but fidion i 
I for attradion, Dick, declare : 
Deny it thofe bcHd men that dare. 
As well your motion, as your though t» 
Is all by hidden impulfe wrought : 
Ev'n faying, that. you think or walk. 
How like a country ^iquire you talk ! 

Mark thren 5 Where fancy or deiire 

Colledls the be^ms of vital fire> - 

Into that limb fair Alma. Hides, 

And there, pro tempore, refides* 

She dwells in Nicholini's tongue, 

When Pyrrhus chants the heav'nly fong.. 

When Pedro does the lute command^ 

She guides the cunning artifPs. hand. 

Thro' Macer's gullet ihe runs down. 

When the vile glutton dines alone : 

And, void of.niodeily and thought^ 

She fellow's Bibo's jsndlefs draught. 

Thro' the foft fex again flie'ranges,^ «* 

As youth, caprice, or fafhipn changes* 

Fair Alma, carelefs'and ferene. 

In Fanny's fprightly eyes is ^ep. 

While they diffufe tJ^pM; ijifaflt Jieagis, . , , 

TJiciftfelves not confcious of their flames. 
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Again fair Alma fits cosfbfl 
On Florimcl's expcrtcr breaK ; 
When (he the riling figh conftrainSy 
And, by concealing, ^seaks her pains. 
In CynthiaV veck fair Alnut glows. 
When the vain thing ker jewck ftnan/n : 
When Jenny's ftays are newly lac'd. 
Fair Alma plays aboat her waift ; 
Andy when the (welling hoop fbftains 
The rich brocage. Bar Alma deigns 
Into that lower fphere to enter. 
Of the large round, herfelf the centre. 

Again : that £ngle Hmb or feature 
(Such is the cogent force of nature) 
Which moft did Alma's paifion move. 
In the firil objed of her love^ 

For ever will be found coafei^. 

And printed on the am'rous breaft. 
O Abelardv ill-fat<Sd youth. 

Thy tale will jufiify this truth : 

But well I weet, that cruel wit>ng 

Adorns a nobler poet's (bng. 

Dan Pope for thy misfortune grievM ; 

With kind concern and feill has weav'd 

A filken web ; and ne'er (hall fade 

Its colours, gently as he laid 

The mantle o'er thy fad S^refs ; 

And Venus ihall the texture blefs. 

He o'er the weeping nun lias drawn 

Such artful foli^ of bcttd lawn. 
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That love, with e^al grief and pride^ 
Shall fee the crime he ftmes to hide; 
And, foftly drawing back tiisvcdl. 
The god iisM oohk vot'ites toil 
Each confcioas tear» eack bkfhing gimce^ 
That deck'd dear Stoic's face. 

Happy the poet, hMs^d the lays. 
That BuckinghaBi ba» deign'^l to prail«. 

Next, Dicky as youth a&d h-Mt fway*, 
A hundred gambols Alma piays. 
If, whilil a boy. Jack ran from^hool. 
Fond of his hunting- kepR, and pole ; 
Tho' goat and age las fpeed detain. 
Old John halloos 1m haDun^e again $ 
By his fire-£de lie fiarts liie hart. 
And turns her in his wicker chair : 
His feet, however lame^ you fintl. 
Have got the better of hts BMnd. 

If, while the Mind was in her kg> 
The dance affoCled nimble ¥tg ; 
Old Madge, bewitched at §xtf'Ont, 
Calls for Green Sleeves, and Jumping Jaan» 
In public malk, or private ball. 
From Lincoln's-in», to Goldfmiths-hal!, 
All Chriftmafs long away Ihe trudges; 
Trips it with 'prentices, and judges ; 
In vain her children urge her ftay. 
And age or palfey bar the way. 
But ifthofe images prevail. 
Which whilom, did affcft the tail. 

Shfi 
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She ftill renews the ancient fcenc. 

Forgets the forty years between ; 

Aukwardly gay, and oddly merry. 

Her fcarf pale pink, her head- knot cherry j^ 

O'erheated with ideal rage. 

She cheats her fon, to wed her page. 

If Alma, whilft the man was young, 
Slipp'd up too foon into his tongue ; 
Pleas'd with his own fantaftic (kill," 
He lets that weapon ne*er lie ilill ; 
On any point if you difpute ; 
Depend upon it, he'll confute : 
Change tides ; and you increafe your pain s 
For he*]l confute you back again. 
For one may fpeak with TuUy'a tongue; 
Yet all the while be in the wrong. 
And 'tis remarkable, that they 
Talk mod, who ha?e the leaft to fay.. 
Your dainty fpeakers have the curfe. 
To plead bad caufes down to worfe ; 
As dames, who native beauty want» 
Still uglier look, the more they paint. 

Again : if in the female fex. 
Alma fhould on this member £x ; 
(A cruel and a defp'rate cafe. 
From which Hcav'n fhield my lovely lafs !) 
For evermore all care is vain. 
That would bring Alma down again*. 
As in habitual gout, or done. 
The only thing that can be done„ 
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Is to corre^r yoifr drink and diet, . 

And keep the inward foe in quiet : ; , 

So, if for aijy fin of ours, '* • 

Or our forrfathers, higher powers,. 

Severe tho' jufl, afilid our life . 

With that prime ill, a talking wife ; . 

Till death ihall bring the kind relief. 

We muft be patient, or be deaf. 

You know a certain lady, Dick, 
Who faw me when I laft was iick : 

<L 

She kindly talk'd, at Jeaft three hours. 
Of Plaftic forms, and Mental pow'rs ;, 
Defcrib'd our pre-exilling ftation 
Before this vile terrene creation : 
And, left I fhouid be weary'd, Madam^ 
To cut things ihort, came down to Adam ;> 
From whence,, as fall as fhe was able. 
She drowns the world, and builds up Baliel ; 
Thro' Syria, Perfia, Greece, fhe goes; 
And takes the^i^pman&.inthe dofe.' -. 

But we'll defcant on gen'xal nature : [ 
This is a fyftem ; not a faty^". . v 

Turn we this globe ; and let us fee? 
How different ua,tions difegree. 
In what we wear, or eat and drink ;^ 
Nay, Dick, perhaps i^j^whpj; WjS think.. 
In water as you fmell and tafle 
The foils thrq' 'vvhich it rofe and paft ;. . 
In Alma's manners you may read 
The place where ftie was born and bred* • 

On© 
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One people from their fwtddling bandu 
Released their infants* ftet and hands : 
Here Alma to thefe limbs was breught $ 
And Sparta's oiFspring kick'd ttikd fcmght. 

Another taught their babes to talk. 
Ere they could yet in goe*carts walk ; 
There Alma fettled in the tongue ; 
And orators from Athens fprrnig. 
Obferve but in tlwfe neigJkb'ring lands. 
The diiF'rent ufe of mouths and hfands ; 
As men repos^'d their various hopes ; 
In battles thele, and thofe in tropes. 

In Britain's iiles, as Heylin notes. 
The ladies trip in petticoats ; 
Which, for the itonour of their nation. 
They quit btrt on fome great occafien. 
Men there in breeches clad you view : 
They ctaim that garment, as their due* 
In Turkey the revede appears ; 
Long coats the haughty hufband wears ; 
And greets his wife with ai^ry ipeeches. 
If (he be feen without her breeches. 

In our fantaftxc dimes, the fair 
With cleanly powder dry their hair : 
And round their lovely breaft and head 
Freih-flow'rs* their mingled odors fhcd. 
Your nicer Hottentots ^nk meet. 
With tripe aiid guts to deck their feet : 
With downcaU looks on Totta's legs, 
"The ogling youth moft iiumWy begs. 



She 
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She would not from kis hopes, remove 
At once his bretfkfail and his love : 
And, if the ikiitkh nymph ihould ily. 
He in a double fenfe muil die. 
We fimple Toafters take delight 
To fee our woniea's teeth look white^ 
And every faucy, iU-hred fellow. 
Sneers at a mouth profoundly yellow. 
In China none hold women iweet. 
Except their fnag^ ^e black as jett. 
King Chihu pat nine queens to deathj 
Convift on ftatutc, Iv'ry Teeth. 

. At ToHquin» if a prince ihou'd ^e 
(As Jefaits write, who never lyc) 
The wife, and counfelkr, and prieft. 
Who ferv'd him m^^ and l^v'd him be^^ 
Prepare, and Mght his fun'ral '£r«y 
And chearful on the pUe expire. 
In Europe 'twould be hard to find^ 
In each degree, one half fo kind. 
Now turn we to the fattheft eaft. 
And there obferve the genrtry diteSii 
Prince Giolb, and liis royal fitters, 
^arr'd with ten thoufand comely blillers* 
The marks remaimng on the ikia. 
To tell the quality within. 
Diftinguiih'd fla&es deck the great : 
As each excels in birth^ or ftate. 
His oylet-holes are more, aind ampler ; 
The king^s own twdy was 9k ikmplai:, 

Happy 
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Happy the climate, where the beau 
Wears the fame fait for ufe, and (how ; 
And at a fmall expence, your wife. 
If once well pink'd, is cloath'd for life. 

Weflward, again, the Indian fair 
Is nicely fmfear'd with fat of bear ; 
Before you fee you fmell your toad ; 
And fweeteft (he who (links the moft. 
The fineft fparks, and cleanlieft beanx. 
Drip from the (houlders to the toes. 
How fleek their Ikins ! their joints how eafy ! 
There flovens only are not greafy. 
' I mention^ different ways of breeding ; 
Begin we in our children's reading. 
To mailer John the Englifh maid 
A hornbook gives, of ginger-bread : 
And, that the child may learn the better. 
As he can name, he eats the letter: 
Proceeding thus with vail delight. 
He fpells, and knaws, from left to right. 
But Ihew a Hebrew's hopeful fbn. 
Where we fuppofe the book begun. 
The child would thank you for your kindnefs, 
And read quite backward from our Finis : 
Devour he learning ne'er fo fail. 
Great A will be referv'd the lad. 

An equal inflance of this matter. 
Is in the manners of a daughter, 
in Europe, if a harmlefs maid. 
By nature and by love betray'd, 

Shoul d. 
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Should/ ere a wife, becom& a nurfe, 
Her friends would look on her the worfe. 
In China, Dampier's travels tell ye, 

(Look in his index for Pagelli) 

Soon as the Britiih ihips unmoore. 

And jolly long-boat rows to fliore, 

Down comes the nobles of the land ; 

Each brings his daughter in his hand, 

Befeeching the imperious tar 

To make her but one hour his care. 

The tender mother ftands affrighted. 

Left her dear daughter fhould be flighted ; 

And poor mifs Yaya dreads the ihame 

Of going back the maid (he came, 

Obferve how cuftom, Dick, compels 

The lady that in Europe dwelk : 

After her tea flie flips away ; 
And what to do one need not fay. 
Now fee how great Pomonque's queen 
Behav'd herfelf among the men : 
Pleas'd with her punch, the gallant foul 
Firft drank, then water'd in the bowl ; 
And fprinkled ia the captain's face 
The marks of her peculiar grace— 

To clofe this point, we need not roam, 
Por inftances, fo far from home. 
What parts gay France from fober Spain ? 
A little riiing, rocky chain. 
Of men born fouth or north o* th* hill, 
Thofe feldom move, thcfe ne'er ftand ftill. 



Dick 
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Dick, you love maps^ and mfiy j)ef eeiire 

Rome not far diiUot from Geneva ; 

If die good pope remaki6 at hosie. 

He's the firll prince in CkrifkAdome. 

Choofe then, good pope., at home to ftayf 

Nor weflward curiotfi take t^ wa)r : 

Thy way unhappy Aould'ft thou take. 

From Tiber's bank to LeaiaQ-X*ake ; 

Thou art an aged priaft no moj^. 

But a young, flaring, painted where ; 

Thy fex is loft ; thy town is gone ; 

No longer Rome, but Babylon* 

That fome few leagues il^uld make this change. 

To me^i unlearn'd Cetms mighty ilrange* 

But need we, friend, inM oa thia ? 
Since in the very Cantofts Swi&> 
All your phik)fophers agree, 
And prove it plain, tliat one may be 
A heretic, or true baliever. 
On this, or t'other fide a river. 

Here, with an artful foiile, <^oth Dick, 
Your proofs come mighty full, and thick ^^-^^^y 

The bard on this extenfive chapter, 
V/ound up into.pectic rapture, 
Continu'd : Richard, caft your eye 
By night upon a win^r fky : 
Caft it by day-light on the ftrand 
Which compaffes fair Albion's land : 
If you can count the ftars that glow 
Above, or fands that lie below ; 

Into 
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Into tliefe commoQ-pIaces look^ 

Which from great authors I have took ; 

And count .t]^ pro^ I have coltbdled. 

To have my writings well prote6ied« 

Thefe I lay by ^r titae of need ; 

And thou may'il at thy leifnre read* 

For, landing every critic's rage, 

I fafely will to future age 

My SyfteiB, as a gift, bequeath, ' 

Vidorious over fpight, aoddeatht* t'<: 
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RICHARD^ wte«0wwi%alfa.fleff» 
RossVil, iMHr vmM Umgtr iikac« h(^: 
And fenft like thi«» in voea} fare^tk 
Broke from his two-fold b«c(g^ of tmih* 
Now if this phrafe loo k»rfli be ihoiight, 
Pope, tell thcfWprU ?tU ftot ny ftHk. 
Old Homer taught us thus to {peak 5 
If 'tis not fenfe, at leali: 'tis Greek. 

As folks, quoth Richard* prone to leafing* 
Say things at firft, becaufe they're pleafing ; 
Then prove what they have once afTerted; 
Nor care to have their lye deferted: 
Till their own dreams at length deceive 'cm ; 
And oft repeating, they believe *em : 
Or as, again, thofe amorous blades> 
Who trifle with their mother's maids ; 
Tho', at the £rll, their wild dtRrc 
Was but to quench a prefent £re; 
Yet if the object of their love 
Chance, by Lucina's aid to prove ; 
They feldom let the bantling roar 
In bafket, at a neighbour's door: 
But by the flatt'ring glafs of nature, 
Viem9g ijiemieives in Clicebread's feature i 
With fcrious thought and care fupport^ 
What only was begun in fport. 

Jttft 



S N G L I S ft P O E S Y. 24$ 

|aft fo with yon,, my friend, it fares, 
Who deal in philofophic wares ; 
>Atom8 you cut, attd forms you meafure. 
To gratify your jMwratc pleafare; 
Till airy feeds of cafual wit 
Do fomc fantaftic birth teg®* » 
And, i^eas'd to find your fyftem mcndei 
Beyond what you at firil intended. 
The happy whinifey you purfuc. 
Till you at length believe it true. 
Caught by your own delufive art. 
You fancy firft, and then affert. 

Quoth Matthew t Fnend, as fer as I 
Thro' art or nature call: my eye. 
This axiom clearly I difcern. 
That one muft teach, and t'other leant* ;, 

No fool Pythagoras was thought : 
Whilft he his weighty doarines taught» 
He made his lift'liing fcholars ftand. 
Their mouth ftiH cover'd with their hand J 
Elfe, may be, fome odd-thinking youth, 
Lefs friend to do^rine than to trudi. 
Might have refused to let his ears 
Attend the mufic of the fpheres ; 
Deny'd all tranfraigrating fcenes. 
And introduc'd ^e ufe of beans. 
From great Lucretius take his r6iAf 
And all the world is quite deftroyed. 
Deny Des-carl lus fubtil matter. 
You leave him neither fire nor water* 



1 
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How oddly would Sir Kaac look. 
If you, in anfwer to his book. 
Say ia the front of your difcour{c» 
That things have no Elailic force ? 
How could our Chymic friends go on. 
To find the philofophic done. 
If you mope powerful rcafons bring 
To prove that there is no fuch thing ? 

Your chiefs in fciences and arts. 
Have great contempt of Alma's parts« 
They find (he giddy is, or dull ; 
She doubts, if things are void, or fulh 
And who fh^uld be prefum'd to tell, 
Wha£ ihe herfelf ihould fee, or feel ? 
She doubts if two and two make four, 
Tho' (he has told them ten times o'er. 

It can't— it may be and it mud : 

To which of xhefe muft Alma truft 7 
Nay, further yet they make her go. 
In doubting, if fhe doubts, or no. 
Can Syllogifin fet things right ? 
No : majors foon with Minors fight ; 
Or, both in friendly confort join'd, 
^he confequence limps fklfe behind. 
So to fome cunning-man ihe goes, ■• 
And afks of him, how much ihe knows* 
With patience grave he hears her fpeak; 
And from his ihort notes gives her back 
What from her tale he comprehended: 
Tkus the difpute is wifely ended. 
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From the account the lofer brings. 
The conj'ror knows, who ftole the things. 

'Squire (interrupted Dick) fince when 
Were you amongft thcfe cunning-men ? 

Dear Dick, quoth Mat, let not thy force 
Of eloquence, fpoil my difcourfe. 
I tell thee, this is Alma's cafe. 
Still afking, what fome wife-man iayy. 
Who does his mind in words reveal, 
^ Which all muft grant, tho' few can fpel^. 
You tell your do^or that y* are ill ; 
And what does he, but write a bil"}. 
Of which you need not read one letter ? 
The worfe the fcrawl, the dofe the better; 
For if you knew but what you take, 
Tho' you recover, he muft break. 

Ideas, Forms, and IntelleAs, 
Have furnilh'd out three different ie^»» 
Subflance, or Accident, divides 
All Europe into adverfe ftdes^. 

Now, as cngag'd in arms or laws. 
You muft have friends to back your caufe : 
In Philofophic matters fa 
Your judgment muft with others' go. 
For as in fenates, fo in fchools. 
Majority of voices rules. 
Poor Alma, Hke a lonely deer. 
O'er hills and dales does doubtful err : 
With panting hafte, and quick furprife. 
From ev'ry leaf that ftirs, fhe flies : 

Ms Till 
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Til] mingled with the neighboring herd. 
She flights what crft ihe fingly fear'd» 
And Aow» exempt from doubt and dreads 
She dares purfue, if they dare lead : 
As their example ftill prevails, 
Svhe tempts the flretm, or leaps the pales* 

He then, quoth Dick, who by your ryle 
Thinks for himfelf, becomes a fooU 
A9 party-man who leaves the refl. 
Is caird but Whimfical at bed. 
Now, by your favour, matter Mat, 
Like Rijpho, here I fmeU a rat. 
I mull be lifted in your fedl ; 
Who, tho* they leach not, can proteft.. 
Right, Richard, Mat. in triumph cry*d: 
So put off all miftru^ alid pride. 
And, while my princi|>lei I be^^ 
Pray anfwer only with your Icig* 
JRclieve what friendly I adviic : 
Be firH fecure ; and then be wife* 
The man within the coach diat fits^ 
And to another's fldll fubmits, 
Is^fafer much (whatever arrives) 
^nd warmer too, than he that drives. 

So, Dick Adept, tuck back thy hair» 
And I will pour into thy ear 
Remarks^ which none did e'er difckxfe. 
In fmooth-pac'd verfe, or hobbling pmfe. 
Attend, dear Dick ; but don't reply : 
And thott may'ft prove as wife at L 



When 
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W&en AIma» nom^ in iW^retit i^ds. 
Has finifli'd her afceadtng liogM ; 
Into the head at length (he gete^ 
And there in pubKc grandeur &tSf 
To judge of ^ags> and ceninre wita* * 
Here, Richard^ how coald I explain^ 
The various lab'rinths of the brain ? 
Surpriie my readers, whM I teH 'en 
Of Cerebrufli and Cefebellnm ? 
How could I play the commemator 
On Dura and oa Pift Mater ? 
V/here hot and cold, and djry aad wet» 
Strive each the other's pfoce to get ; 
And, with inccflaat toil and ftrife^ 
Would keep poiieffion during lifer 
I could demonflrate every pore^ 
Where mem'ry lays up all her ftore ; 
And to an inch compute the flation, 
'Twixt judgment and imagination. 
O friend 1 1 could difplay much learning. 
At leaft to men of fmall di&erning. 
The brain contains ten thoufand cells ; 
In each fome adive fancy dwells ^ 
Which always is at work> and framing 
The feveral Allies I was aiuning. 
As in a hive's vimineous dome. 
Ten thoufand bees enjoy their home; 
Each does her ilu4ious a^ons vary. 
To go and come, to fetch and carry. 
Each ftill renews her littk labour. 
Nor juiUes her arduous neighbour: 
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Each—- — whilft this theiis I maliitsai, 
I fancy, Dick, I know thy brain. 
O vrith the mighty theme affefled. 
Could I but fee thy head difleaed ? 

My head, quoth Diek, to ferve your whim ? 
Spare that, and take fome other limb* 
Sir, in your nice affairs ^f fyftem. 
Wife men propofe ; but fools aflift *cm. ' 

Says Matthew : Richard, keep thy head. 
And hold thy peace ; and Pll proceed. 

Proceed ? quoth Dick : &t^ I aver,- 
You have already gone too far. 
When people once are in the Wrong, * 
Each line they add, is much too longr 
Who faAeil walks,- but walks aftrdy* 
Is only funhefl from his way.^ 
Blefs your conceits ! rouft I helierc, 
liowe'cr abfurd, what you conceive ; 
And, for your friend ihip, live and die 
A Papift in philofophy : 
J fay, whatever you n>aintain, 
Of Alma in the heart, or brain ; 
The plaineft man alive may tell ye. 
Her feat of empire is the belly : 
From hence fhe fends out thofe fupplie^ 
Which makes us, either ftout or wife: 
The ftrength of ev'ry other member 
Is founded on your belly-timber: 
The qualms or raptures of your blood 

Rife in proportion to your food : 

And, 
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Andy if you would improve youf thought. 

You muft be fed, as well as taught. 

Your ftomach makes your fabric roll ; 

Juft as the bias rules the bowl. 

That great Achilles might employ 

The ftrength deiiga'd to ruin Troy; 

He din'd on lion's marrow, fpread 

On toafts of ammunition-bread : 

But by his mother fent away, 

Amongft the Thracian girls to play. 

Effeminate he fat, and quiet: 

Strange product of a cheefe-cake diet ! 

Now give my argument fair play ; 

And take the thing the other way : 

The youngder, who at nine and three 

Drinks with his fillers milk and tea. 

From breakfaft reads till twelve o'clock, 

Burnet and Heylin, Hobbes and Locke; 

He pays due vifits after noon 

To coufin Alice, and uncle John; 

At ten, from cofFee-houfb or play 

Returning, finiihes the day. 

But give him port, and potent fack ; 

From Milk-fop he flarts up Mohack : 

Holds that the happy know no hours ; 

So thro' the ilreet at midnight fcow'rs : 

Breaks watchmen's heads and chairmen's glaflet ; 

And thence proceeds to nicking fafke» : 

Till by fome tougher hand overcome. 

And fii^ft knocked down, ai^d then Ui- kdmo 1 

M5 He 
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He damns the ibotmti^ flrikes tkc fntd» 
And decently reels op to bed« 
Obferve the vadioiis operatioot 
Of food and drink in Ceveral &ationa» 
Was ever Tartar fierce or crsei 
Upon the ftrength of water-'gniel ? 
But who ihall ftaad hts rage sad Ibroe^ 
If firfl he rides, then eats his horie t 
S'alladsy and eggs, and lighter far&#. 
Tune the Italian ipark's g«it»r. 
And, if I take Dan CoBgneve r^t^ 
Pudding and beef mabe BrittMis figfa£« 
Tokay and coiFee canfe <^is work 
Between the German and the Turk : 
And bothy as thty provtfzoiis want» 
Chicane, ^void, retire, and faiaC. 

Hunger and thirfl« or gims and iWovd^ 
Give the fame death in ditf'rent words* 
To pufh this argument no iarlher ; 
To flarve a man, in law, is murder* 

As in a Watcli's €fke anackiae, 
Tho' maay artful fprings one ikeh ; 
1 he added movanMaits which declare 
How full the moon, how eld the year» 
Derive their fecondary pow'r 
From that which fimpiy points the hour. 
For, tho' thoie gim-cra(ks were away 
(Quare would i&ot.fwear | bait Qjiare would fyy) 
However more rodipc-d 044 iM^UQ* 
fhG watch w«titd;^UU a im<k fmm : 

But 
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Bat if the Horat orbite ceafes^ 

The whole (lands ftill, or breaks to pieces ; 

Is now no longer what it was ; 

And yoa may e'en go Ml the cafe : 

So if, unprcfndic'd you fcan 

The goings of this ck>ek*work» Man; 

You find a hundred maTcments made 

By fine devices in his head : 

But 'tis the ftomach^s folid iboke. 

That tells his being what's o'clock. 

If you take off his Rhet'ric trigger. 

He talks no more in mode and figufc : 

Or clog his Matheliiatic^wheel ; 

His buildings fall ; his fliips ftand ftilL 

Or laftly, break his !V)titic*weight ; 

His voice no longer rules the ilate. 

Yet if thefe finer whims were gone ; 

Your clock) tfao' plain» woald lUll gaoa ; 

And fpoil the engine of digeftion. 

And yon entirely change the qucflion. 

Alma's affairs no pow'r can Hiend ; 

The jeft, alas ! it at ail end; * 

Soon ceafes all this vMa-ldly baftle 1 

And you GGwfign iks corp^ to Ruliel. 

Now make your Alma come or, go . .» 

From leg to hand» from tof^ to too) i 

Your fyftem, withiatot my addition* 
Is in a very fad coiidiiioiu - ' 

So Harlequin extoil'd Ina haetf, 

M6 Bis 
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His mouth was foft ; his eye was gdod ; 
His foot was fare as ever trod : 
One fault he had ; a fault indeed ; 
And what was that i the hoHe was dead* 

Dick, from thefe in (lances and fetches. 
Thou mak'fl ef horfes clocks and watches,. 
Quoth Mat, to me thou feem'ft to mean,. 
That Alma is a mere Machine r 
That telling others what's o'clock, 
She knows not what herfelf has flruck ;: 
But leaves to flanders-by the trial. 
Of what is mark'd upon her dial. 
Here hold a blow, good friend, quoth Ditk> 
And rais'd his voice exceeding quick. 
Fight fair. Sir : what I newer meant 
Don't you infer. In argument 
Similies are like ibngs in love : 
They much dcfcribe; they nothing prove-.. 

Mat, who was here a little gravelPd, 
Toll: ftp his nofe, and would have cavilPd t 
But, calling Hermes to his aid. 
Half pleas'd, half angry, thus he faid^ 

Where mind ('tis for the author's fame)^ 
That Matthew call'd, and Hermes came. 
In danger heroes^ and in doubt 
Poets, find gocjs to help 'em oat« 

Friend Richard, I begin to lee» 
That you and I Ihall fcarce agree. . 
Obfervc how oddly you behave : 
The more I grf Bt».. the iaore yon cirav^. 
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But, comrade, as I faid juft now, 

I (hould affirm, and you allow. ^ 

We fyftem-makers can fullain 

The thefis which yoa grant was plain : 

/ nd with remarks and comments teaze ye; 

In cafe the thing before was eafy. 

But in a point obfcure and dark. 

We fight as Leibnits did with Clark ; 

And when nx> reaibn we can ihow. 

Why matters this or that way go^ 

The (horteft way the thing wc try,. 

And what we know not, we deny : 

True to our own o'erbeanng pride^ 

And falfe to all the world befide. 

That old philofopher grew crofs. 

Who could' not tell what motion was : 

Becaufe he walk'd againft his will,. 

He fac'd down men that he flood flill : 

And he who, reading on the heart, 

(When all his QuidMbets of art 

Could not expound its pulie and lieat) 

Swore, he had never fdt it beat. 

Chryiippus, fbil*d by Epicurus, 

Makes bold (Jove blefs him !) to afTure in. 

That all things which our mind can view, 

May be at once both falfe and true. 

And Mallbrancli has an odd conceit. 

As ever enter'd Frenchman's pate : 

Says he, fa little can onr mind 

Of noatter, or of fpirit £ad, , 

That 
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Now Alma fettles In the head. 
As has before been Aing, or faid r 
And here begins this farce of I!fe» 
Enter Revenge, Ambition, Strife z 
Behold on both fides men advance-. 
To form in earned Bays's dance. 
L'Avare, not ufing half his ftore. 
Still grumbles that he has no more ; 
Strikes not the prefent tun, for fear 
The vintage fhouki be bad next, year 7 
And ^ats to-day with inward forrow, 
And dread of fancied want to-morrow* 
Abroad if the Sur-tout you wear 
Repels the rigour of the air ; 
Would you be warmer, if at home 
You had the fabric, and the loom ; 
And if two boots keep out the weather^ 
What need you have two hides of leather- f 
Could Pedro, think you, make no trial 
Of a Sonata on his viol, 
Unlefs he had the total gut 
Whence ev*ry (Iring at firft was cut ^ 

When Rarus fhows you his Cartone^ 
He always tells you, with a groan. 
Where two of that fame hand were torn,. 
Long before you or he were born. 

Poor Vento'ls mind fo much is croil^ 
For part of his Petronius left. 
That he can never take the pains 
To underftand what yet remains. 
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What toil did honeft Curio rake ; 
What ftria enquiries did he makc^ 
To get one medal wanting yet. 
And perfe^l all his Roman fet ? 
'Tis found : and O his happy lot ! 
'Tis bought, lock'd up, and lies forgot i 
Of thefc no more you hear him fpeak ; 
He DOW begins upon the Greek ; 
Thefe ranged and fhown, fhall, in their turns 
Remain obfcure as in their urns. 
My popper-lamps, at any rate. 
For being true antique, I bought ; 
Yet wifely melted down my plate. 
On modern models to be wrought : 
And trifles I alike purfue ; 
Becaufe they're old, becaufe they're new*] 

Dick, I have feen you with delight. 
For Georgy make a paper-kite. 
And iimple odes too mairy, (how ye. 
My fervjle complaifance to Cloe. 
Parents and lovers are decreed 
By nature fools— That's brave indeed ! 
Quoth Dick : fuch truths are worth receiving ; 
Yet ilill Dick look'd as not believing. 
Now^ Alma, to divines and profe 
I leave thy frauds, and crimes, and woes ; 
Nor think to-aight of thy ill-nature. 
But of thy follies, idle creature ; 
The turns of thy uncertain wing, 
J nd not the malice of thy fting : 

Thy 
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Thy pride of being gfeit and wMe^ 

I do but nientioiiy lo defpirey 

I view with anger and difdaiiiy 

How little gives thee joy or pain ; 

A print, a bronze^ a flowV, a root^ 

A (hell, a butterfly can do't^ 

Ev'n a romance, a tune, a rhine^ 

Help thee to pafs the tedioiif time. 

Which elie woald on thy hand remain t 

Tho' flown, it ne'er loofts back again. 

And cards are dealt> and chefs^-bomdt br(Nqi;kl^ 

To eafe the pain of coward thought* 

Happy refult of boman wit i 

That AUna may herfelf forgets 

Dick, thus we a£l ; and thoa wt tri 
Or tofs'd by Jiopr, or funk by care. 
With eudlefs pain this noji porfaet^ 
What, if he gain'd, he could not ufe x 
And t'other fondly hopes to fee 
What never was, nor e'er (hall be. 
We err by ufe, go wrong by rules. 
In gefture grave, in a6don fools v 
We join hypoccify to pride. 
Doubling the faults we drive to hide» 
Or grant, that with extreme fnrpriae» 
We find ourfeives at fixty wife ; 
And twenty pretty things are known. 
Of which we can't accompliih one ; 
Whilil as my fyftem iayt, the mind 
I& to thefe upper room* conia'd :. 
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Should I, my fricadj at large, rtpent 
Her borrow*d fcnfe, her fond coaceit ; 
The bede-roU of her vidous tricks; 
My poem will be-too prolix* 
For could I my remarks fttHain, 
Like Socrates, or Miles Montaigne* 
Who in thefe times would read my books. 
But Tom o* Stiles, or John o' Nokes ? 

As Brentford kings, difcreet and wife. 
After long thought and grave advice^ 
Into Lardella's coffin peeping. 
Saw nought to canfe their mirth or weepijoif t 

So Alma now, to joy or grief 
Superior, £nds her late relief; 
Weary'd of being high, or gteztp 

And noddkg in her chair of Itete; 

Stunn'd and ^orn out with endl^fs <k9tt 

Of Will did this and Nan find th^ i 

She finds, poor t^ng, fome little crack. 

Which nature, fwe'd by rime, muft make ; 

Thro' which ftie wings her deilin'd way ; 

Upward (he foars, and down drops day: 

While fome furviving friend fupplief 

Hie jacet, and a hundred lies. 
O Richacd» till that day appears. 

Which mud decide our hopes and feari^. 

Would Fortune icald her prefent ra^e^ 

And give Ms pIay«l}iH|gs (or oor age : 

Would Clotho wafli her hands in ndlk* 

And twifl Qur thread with gold and Hlk ; 

WottlA 
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WoulJ (be in fnendfhip, peace and plenty. 
Spin out our yc -rs to four times twenty: 
And ihould we both, in this condition. 
Have conquered love, and worfe ambition ; 
(Elfe thoie two paffions, by the way, 
May chance to Ihow us fcurvy play ;) 
Then, Richard, then fhould we ilt downr^ 
Far from the tumult of the towii r 
I, fond of my well-chofen feat. 
My pidures, medals, books compleat:: ' 
Or ihould we mix our friendly talk^ 
O'er-fliaded in that fav'rite walky 
Which thy own hand had whilom planted^. 
Both pleas'd with all we thought we wanted t 
Yet then, ev*n then, one erofs reflexion - 
Would fpoil thy grove, and my ttAltBion ; 
Thy fon, and his, e*er that, may die, 
Afid time fome uncouth heir fupply ; 
Who fhali for nothing elfe be known, 
But fpoiling all, that thou hail done. 
Who fet the twigs, fhaH he lemembcr. 
That is in hafte to fell the timber ? 
And what (hall of thy woods remain. 
Except the box that threw the main ? 

Nay, may not time and death remov* 
The near relations whom I love ? 
And my co?; Tom, or his <i6» Mary 
(Who hold the plough, or fkim the dairy) . 
My fav'rite books and pidures fell 
To Smart, ' or Doiley , by the cU j, 
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Kindly throw in a little figure^ 

"And fet the price upon the bigger ? 

Thofe who could never read the GraimnaTf 

When my dear volumes touch the hammer^ 

May think books bell as rix:heft bo4ind ; 

My copper medals by the pound 

May be with learned juOrice weigh'd^ 

To turn the balance, Otho's head 

May be thrown in ; and for the metal» 

The coin may mend a tinker's kettle-— 

Tir'd with thefe thoughts— lefs tir'd than I, 

'Quoth Dicky with your philofophy* 

That people live and die, I knew 

An hour ago, ,as well as you* 

And if fate ipins us longer years* 

Or is in hade to take the ihears ; f ] 

I know, we mud both Fortunes try» 

And bear our evils wet or dry. 

Yet let the goddeis fmile, or frown ; 

Bread we (hall eat, or white, or brown : 

And in a cottage, or a court, 

Drink fine Champagne, or muddled Port. 

What need of boolu thefe truths to tell. 

Which folks perceive who cannot fpell ? 

And mufl we fpedacles apply* 

To view what hurts our naked eye ? ^ 

Sir* if It be your wifil«m'6 aim,) 

To make me memer than I am ; 

I'll be all night at your devotio n » « ■ 

Ceme on^ Itiend ; broacji the pleafing notion ; 
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would depreft my thought, 

1 if not worth x groat— —•- 

}'■ ftjiciet nliat ore 1 1 

wottM not have me die, 

i Cato, in the plaf, 

tog that he can hy f 

u Of ideas fpeak 

m in his native Gre^ 

I is to be wife, 

tfarrily decile 

hicnites has faid, 

rrh, or Wanley read, 

ift, to fet our matters Hg^^' 

ele papers from my fight: 

! Des-cart, and Arillottie : 

ithao, yoBi maftet's bottle. 
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